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“UNGODLY’ 
“VICIOUS” 
“DISGUSTING!” 
“MANIACAL!” 


SEES, 
In the 1980s, WR publisher 
Brian Bukantis dares to do some- 
thing few others have - he takes the 
Sheik’s U.S. belt. “In retrospect, I’m 
lucky he didn't take my head off!” 

Most people would consider the 
adjectives above to be derogatory, but in 
the case of one wrestling legend, these 
insults thrown his way meant he was 
doing his job, and superbly. The Sheik, 
Ed Farhat, became the most hated man 
in the entire wrestling world during 
the 1960s and ‘70s, into the ‘80s. Even 
in the early 1990s when the definition 
of wrestling was “rewritten” as ‘sports 
entertainment,’ he made real believers 
out of the most cynical wrestling fans. 

I'll never forget it when I first met 
The Sheik. After a stint as a writer and photographer for the “Body Press,” Cobo 
Arena’s wrestling magazine, I had been asked to become the editor and publisher. I 
was invited — or perhaps - commanded to drive out to the Lansing, Michigan suburb of 
Williamston, to meet the legendary Sheik in person to discuss my ideas and plans. Even 
though I had been writing wrestling articles and taking photographs for years, and had 
been publishing wrestling programs for the Bruiser, Bearman and others for quite some 
time, I have to admit that meeting The Sheik in his “office” made me wonder if perhaps 
it might be time for me to find another line of work. 

When I finally arrived after the one-hour, 20-minute drive from suburban Detroit, 
my heart was racing as I pulled into the drive of probably the biggest house I’d ever 
seen at the time — the mansion of the one and only Sheik. Mind you that he had only 
spoken to me on very rare occasions at the packed Cobo Arena house shows, where 
8,000-12,000 fans would fill the building bi-weekly to see somebody, anybody, defeat 
this “maniac” who had been main-eventing not only Detroit but many other “big time” 
cities around the world during the era. I wasn’t quite sure what to expect. After being 
admitted through the elegantly carved doors by Joyce Farhat, the Sheik’s wife (who 
was my principal contact at the Cobo Arena), I was given a “short tour” of the mansion 
and then promptly placed at the table in the kitchen of the house. 

Not long afterwards, sitting at the kitchen table of this house, was a man who 
was at that time — and forever — a true legend in the sport of wrestling. He shook my 
hand and said, “Glad to have you on board.” My nervous anticipation melted away. 
Here was the most feared heel in all of wrestling — the man who never spoke a word 
of English on TV or to a reporter — speaking to me as eloquently and as friendly as one 
could imagine! I showed Sheik some of the proposed pages of the forthcoming Body 
Press I had been working on... he was satisfied until he came to a page with a story 
about Dick the Bruiser (by this time, the promotional war in Detroit between Sheik and 
Bruiser was over). The photo accompanying the story had Bruiser blasting Sheik with a 
chair. Immediately Sheik pointed to the photo, gave me a scowl, and said, “What’s this 
about?” I felt my throat tighten when he presented that question. 

What I thought had been going great suddenly turned into .... well, fear! Just as 
I was about to stammer “Well, uh, uh...” Sheik laughed and said, “Don’t worry, it’s 
the right way to do it. I’m just giving you a hard time.” From that point forward, he 
continued to compliment me on the rest of program I had put together, and eventually 
got up, shook my hand, and said, “See you at the Cobo.” Yes, this was the “despicable, 
vicious, ungodly and disgusting maniac” that wrestling fans knew as The Sheik.... but 
aman I'll never, ever forget. 

-Brian A. Bukantis 


4 e WRESTLING REVUE #143 ¢ April-June, 2003 


Cs coo one oeo eoeo peono o ooe 


cf pee ` 


4 VA 
k MF 
toa 

AA > £ 


Cx 


Q f } Os 


Seer 


WRESTLING REVUE ¢ BOX 309 ¢ FRASER, MI 48026 


E-MAIL: 


LIKES “OLD SCHOOL” 

Let me commend you folks for 
producing such a fine magazine. I 
hope you'll feature stories on as many 
women wrestlers as possible. 

It’s nice to know that someone 
really does care about the “old school” 
wrestling fan who remembers the 
sport for the class, respect and dignity 
it once had which today is, alas, sadly 
lacking. 

How well I remember the 
women wrestlers of my youth, 
when they wore one-piece bathing 
suits instead of bras and panties 
and street clothes in the ring, and 
when they demonstrated real skills 
and abilities instead of engaging in 
mud fights and catfights, and other 
forms of degrading, demeaning and 
humiliating behavior. 

I was thrilled by the likes of Ann 
Casey, Vicki Williams, Betty Niccoli, 
Vivian Vachon, Vivian St. John, and 
of course, Moolah, just to name a few. 
These folks knew how to wrestle, 
and they all carried themselves with 
the utmost respect, something that I 
don’t see today. 

Realistically, [know that wrestling 
will never again be the way it was 30 
years ago. Today’s fans, especially 
those under age 30, could never 
appreciate real skill, talent and ability. 
But I’m glad you folks are keeping 
those good memories alive and well. 
The original Wrestling Revue, and 
other similar magazines of that era, 
were a good investment for the prices 
they commanded at the newsstand. 
The stories were well-written, and 
the number of photos were generous. 
Every bit as interesting above were 
the ads, especially those featuring 
health / fitness courses and exercise 
equipment, encouraging readers to 
take an active interest in their health 
and overall well-being, perhaps in 
the hope that one day they too might 
become wrestlers. You won’ t find that 
in today’s “wrestling” magazines. 
How times have changed. 


MAIL@WRESTLINGREVUE.COM 


I wish you all the best in your 
revived publication. And I hope you 
can offer for sale videos and DVDs 
of classic women’s as well as men’s 
wrestling. 

Adrian Johnson, Greensboro NC 


NELSON ROYAL FAN 
The first copy of the new 
Wrestling Revue just arrived. As 
a wrestling fan, I really enjoy the 
magazine. I remember the old 
Wrestling Revue, Wrestling Monthly 
and Ring Wrestling - those were great 
magazines. They gave the wrestlers 
great coverage. I am also a wrestling 
collector and big fan of Nelson Royal. 
My other favorites include Sandy 
Scott, Les Welch and Dick “The 
Destroyer” Beyer. Keep up the good 
work! 
Buster Rucker, Antioch, TN 


A GREAT SURPRISE! 

Hi! Your magazine was a 
wonderful surprise in my mailbox a 
few weeks back. It really brought back 
a lot of memories when wrestling 
was still ‘wrestling’ and not ‘sports 
entertainment.’ 

I am definitely an “old school” 
fan. I have been following wrestling 
since 1971. My first favorite was Don 
Muraco. The last live wrestling event I 
attended was an AWA show in 1986. I 
miss watching wrestling on Saturday 
nights! Until the past few years I 
was an avid fan. I couldn’t wait for 
those Saturdays to come so I could 
watch my favorites, and getting to a 
live show was like dying and going 
to heaven. I couldn’t wait for Greg 
Gagne to beat up Bobby Heenan! 

I still have a large collection 
of wrestling materials from the 
“golden age” of wrestling. I think 
I even have an issue or two of the 
original Wrestling Revue. I received 
a subscription to it as a Christmas 
present many years ago. 

-Patty Miller, Appleton, WI 


PRO WRESTLING HALL OF FAME UPDATE 
by Dr. Robert Bryla 


The Professional Wrestling Hall of 
Fame, a not-for-profit corporation 
located at 123 
Broadway in 
Schenectady, 
New York, has 
been busily 
preparing for 
the upcoming 
induction 
weekend on May 
16, 17 and 18, 
2003. Living 
honorees will 
include Dick 
Beyer, Nick 
Bockwinkel, 
Liilian 
Ellison(aka 
Fabulous Moolah), and Wladek 
“Killer” Kowalski. They have 

all been invited to attend the 
ceremonies and festivities, which 
include a golf 
event, banquet 
and card show. 
In addition, 
Johnny Valiant 
will be 
performing in a 
local nightclub 
on Friday, May 
16th. Although 
plans are not 
finalized at 
this time, 

a live wrestling show is being 
tentatively scheduled in nearby 
Rotterdam, New York. The proposed 
card will be promoted by Gene 
Petit, aka Cousin Luke. Any fans 
interested in attending induction 
events should try to secure 
tickets as soon as possible as 
last year’s banquet was an early 
sellout. 


On Sunday, January 12, 
George “The Animal” 
Steele stopped 

by the hall for 

an hour long 
autograph session. 
Despite the bitter 
cold weather, 
approximately 
seventy-five to one- 
hundred fans came 
out to meet the 
former WWF star. 
Steele serves on 
the PWHF’s Board of Directors. 


2003, 


The PWHF was featured on a five- 
part documentary produced by 
public television. The documentary 
featured the nineteen different 
halls-of-fame in New York State. 
New York has not only the 
wrestling hall-of-fame but also 
the boxing, baseball, harness 
racing, soccer, and other halls. 
The documentary aired in the 
Capitol District region of Albany 
on February 19, 2003. The PWHF has 
been receiving more and more local 
and national publicity since it’s 
opening in the Spring of 2002. 


b 

J 2 ? ay): 
Percival A. Frien 
The Epitome OF Wrestling Managers 

There have been a lot of big, strong 
men in the wrestling rings. My mind 
thinks back to The Mighty Atlas, Ricky 
Cortez, Reggie Lisowski, Yukon Eric, 
Strangler Lewis, and Sailor Art Thomas. 

The essential factor needed to be 
successful in athletics is strength. A lot 
of men in the business of professional 
wrestling had this power and displayed 
it by having sculpted bodies that would 
make the statues of old Roman time seem 
oblivious to shape. 

Art Thomas was a living example 
of what hard work and conditioning can 
do for a career. Art was an amiable black 
superstar who made many wrestlers 
submit to his massive bear hug. 

Art came from a large family that did 
not have resources for special items. Art 
had to struggle to achieve the things most 
young men his age were handed. Art 
started to work part-time after school to 
help his family, and, when he was of age, 
he enlisted in the Navy. Art enjoyed the 
work he did on board the ships he was 
stationed on and soon took to the gyms 
on board to further his massive body. 

Art began to get involved with the 
contests held between the sailors aboard 
the ships and won many of them with 
brute strength. Art also knew some of the 
basic wrestling holds from watching some 
of the matches in Madison, Wisconsin, his 
hometown. Art was not a small man by 
any means, standing 6'4” and weighing 
275 pounds; he did not go unnoticed. 

When Art was released from service, 
he went back to Madison and began to 
take in matches at the local arena, and he 
approached the promoter about getting 
into professional wrestling. At first, 
strength was the biggest factor in getting 
wins in the ring. Gradually, he won 
more matches with wrestling holds and 
maneuvers, not sustaining any serious 
injuries. 

Art won a bodybuilding contest 
early in his wrestling years and came 
in second place in the Mr. Wisconsin 
tournament. He traveled the country, 
wrestling in many of the huge territories 
that made up the complex NWA area. He 
also campaigned in the AWA as well as in 
others in the Midwest. 

Art and his partner, the late Dick 
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The Bruiser, met and defeated many 
top tag teams in the Midwest area until 
they had the challenge to meet the 
Blackjacks, Mulligan and Lanza. Art 
had proven himself in many encounters 
with other partners to ask the Bruiser to 
team with him. They met the Blackjacks 
in Hammond, Indiana and captured the 
AWA belts from them. 

One of the other feuds that Art was 
involved with was against The Bloody 
Red Baron, Fritz Von Raschke. Fritz had 
captured the WWA version of the World’s 
Heavyweight Championship and had 
lost it to Art. For nearly two months, they 
chased each other all over the Midwest, 
and, finally, in Ft. Wayne at the War 
Memorial Auditorium, Fritz won the title 
back, but not before being nearly squeezed 
out of his high top German leather boots 
that were kept very highly polished. 

Art even had the opportunity to meet 
the World’s Heavyweight Champion, 
Buddy Rogers, ina match that Buddy won 
by a narrow decision. Art also teamed 
with Bobo Brazil in many championship 
tag matches around the world. They were 
great friends, and Art would often take 
the time to visit Bobo after their retirement 
from the mat wars. 

One of the stories that Bobo related 
to me was that, when Art first came to 
New York, they were staying in Harlem, 
and Art carried his gear in a sea bag. 


They were scheduled to meet the Graham 
Brothers at Madison Square Garden. In 
the late afternoon, they left on the subway 
to go to the Garden. Art still carried his 
sea bag with him and boarded the train, 
not knowing that his friend was going to 
pull a joke on him. 

Art was seated near the exit next to 
Bobo. At the second stop, Bobo jumped 
up and started out the door of the 
subway; Art grabbed his sea bag, threw it 
over his shoulder, went through the exit 
door, and, luckily, turned his head to see 
Bobo darting back onboard the train. Art 
was able to make it back on by prying 
the nearly closed doors open with his 
massive strength. He got on, sat next to 
Bobo, and began to look rather hard at 
him. After all, he didn’t know where the 
exit for Madison Square Garden was. He 
had never been to New York before. 

About six more stops down the road, 
Bobo did the same thing to him again. Art 
was very close to having the train pull 
away from him again. This time, Art sat 
back next to Bobo, who was trying very 
hard to hold back the laughter. Art told 
him to knock it off or he would make sure 
that Bobo wouldn’t be at the Gardens that 
evening. Bobo didn’t try and get Art off 
the subway after that. 

Bobo and Art went on to beat the 
Grahams that evening and won the 
WWWF Tag Belts. It was a hard-fought 
match that found Art learning a few 
more lessons about the cruel tactics of 
the Graham Brothers. DrJerry Graham 
had a very sadistic streak in his body that 
was let out when he entered the ropes 
of a wrestling ring. Eddie Graham was 
an articulate survivor in the ring with a 
complete knowledge of more wrestling 
holds and movements than any five men 
in the business had. 

Together, the Grahams nearly beat 
the huge chest of Thomas into his back. 
They twisted and pulled on him until 
he cried out in pain to Bobo, who was 
trapped on the ring apron, waiting to tag 
in. Bobo finally got in and head butted Dr. 
Jerry and busted his forehead wide open. 
He then grabbed Eddie and did the same 
to him. It was then that Art had gotten 
his breath back, tagged in, applied his 
massive bear hug to Eddie, and won the 
title belts. 

Art retired after a very successful 
career in wrestling and went to work fora 
huge meat packing plant in Madison. He 
spent his retirement years quietly helping 
a lot of people. He has passed away on 3- 
20-2003 after a bout with Cancer. 

My TAM is off to one more of the 
greats of our business....Art Thomas. Your 
friendship with one of my best friends, 
Bobo Brazil, meant a lot to me. The 
wonderful memories and good times that 
you shared together have a special place 
in time. 

May you rest in eternal peace. 
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NOTE: This article was written just 
prior to the sale of The Wrestling News 
in 2002, and consequently was never 
published. 


In this editorial I am going to 
share some of my opinions. I guess 
because of my long involvement with 
professional wrestling on so many 
levels and with so many people, I get 
unsolicited calls from people who are 
writing about the sport. During the 
pastfewyearswritersfrom Macmillan, 
Lerner and Krause publishers as 
well as Newsweek magazine and 
public television stations in both the 
U.S.A. and Canada have consulted 
me and I’ve tried to help them 
with their projects. So, I wasn’t that 
surprised when James Ragsdale, who 
identified himself as a reporter for 
the Saint Paul Pioneer Press covering 
Gov. Jesse Ventura, e-mailed me and 


Jese Ventura 


MINNESOTA’S 
“OUTRAGEOUS” 


GOVERNOR 


by Norman Kietzer 


asked, “Do you have any advice on 
people I should talk to about Gov. V’s 
wrestling career, particularly how he 
became the outrageous figure that he 
became?” 

I want to share with you part 
of my answer to him. I wrote, “I’m 
not at all sure that he was that 
outrageous within the context of 
professional wrestling or the entire 
entertainment industry. He played a 
role on wrestling programs that was 
not that much unlike the roles played 
by some others in that business.” 

Later on I added, “To m, your 
question assumes a possible negative 
“fact” that Jesse is an outrageous 
figure. (It reminds me of the “Do you 
still beat your wife?” type of questions 
that young Dan Rather used to put to 
people on 60 Minutes.) I personally 
found the two major candidates in the 
Minnesota governor’s race to be more 
outrageous than Jesse and so did a lot 
of other voters. I guess that if I were 
a professional politician I would 
find it outrageous that someone not 
belonging to either party with less 
than 10% of the money to spend could 
win our state’s highest office. I don’t 
think that Jesse became governor 
because he became an outrageous 
figure in professional wrestling - but 
rather because many people in this 
state did not think much of the two 
men the major party’s put forward.” 

I did vote for Jesse, because in my 


opinion he was the best candidate for 
the job that had a chance to win. His 
Democrat and Republican opponents 
were simply professional politicians 
who (in my opinion) lacked integrity. 
When the three debated I could 
often not understand their answers. 
At times they seemed to first want 
to take an opinion poll before they 
would decide how they stood on 
many issues. 

Jesse gave opinions, which I did 
not always agree with, but at least he 
appeared to me to be a real person and 
not some public relations creation. 

IhadmetJesseonseveraloccasions 
during his wrestling career but only 
recall one lengthy conversation with 
him - in the dressing room at the New 
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Ulm Armory after he wrestled Paul 
Ellering there. As best I remember, we 
talked about his wife’s family - I had 
played on the same Vernon Center 
basketball team with his wife’s uncle 
some years before. I did often hear 
him on the radio as he was a talk 
show host and appeared to me to be 
well versed on many subjects. 

But, I also take some of what Jesse 
says with a grain of salt. For example, 
in his book Jesse said that if one of 
his Marine buddies who he served 
with in Viet Nam had yelled “skivvy 
check” during his inauguration, he 
would have been duty bound to drop 
his pants and prove that he still did 
not wear any underwear. 

In real life, going back to my 
conversation with Jesse in the New 
Ulm Armory dressing room, as I 
recall Jesse had just come out of the 
shower and was sitting relaxing 
wearing just a towel. Al Hayes was 
also on the card and had his two kids 
visiting him from Texas. Al brought 
them down to the dressing 

room and Jesse was extremely 
embarrassed. He quickly disappeared 
and came back fully dressed and 
apologized to Al Hayes at least a half 
dozen times that night for not being 
fully dressed when Al brought his 
kids into the dressing room. 

Jesse “The Body” Ventura has 
done what I consider to be a good 
job as governor of our great state of 
Minnesota. I certainly don’t agree 
with everything he has said and done, 
but I think on the whole he has done 
a lot better job than the two houses of 
the state legislature have done (one is 
currently run by the Republicans and 
one by the Democrats). 

Jesse is a poster child for real 
political reform. What I think is 


Jesse battles Mad Dog 
Vachon in the AWA Ting wam, 


really wrong with politics in our 
country as run by the Democrats and 
Republicans is that each of those two 
party’s main business seems to mc to 
raising moucy to keep or buy power. 
Only the voters can change this. In 
Minnesota this one time they did. The 
Democrats and the Republicans each 
spent about one hundred times more, 
trying to buy our state governorship, 
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than Jesse and his supporters did on 
his campaign. Jesse proved that you 
can win without the backing of one 
of the two major political money 
machines that mainly cater to the 
wishes of their large sources of money 
when they “win” an office. 

So, there you have my political 
views triggered by a Saint Paul 
reporter. Maybe some agree or 
disagree which is fine. That is what 
America is all about. Calling a 
politician “outrageous” is the right 
of every American, and the proper 
place for a reporter to do that is on 
the editorial opinion page of his 
publication. 

Update: The new Republican 
governor of Minnesota who pledged 
not to raise any taxes during his 
campaign took office in January. 
He was the state senate leader who 
led the fight to pass the budget our 
state is currently working under - it 
was passed over Jesse’s veto because 
Ventura said we did not ahve the 
funds for it and it would quickly 
exhaust all state revenues. Guess 
what? The state is now in a financial 
crisis because of the present govenor 
- just as Jesse predicted. 

It’s ironic that Jesse Ventura - the 
govenor who constantly feuded with 
the news media - is now a part of that 
very media as he is joining the MS- 
NBC network. 
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Did you wonder why there 
was never a television sitcom with 
professional wrestling and it’s stars 
being the title characters? Most 
of these athletes are some of the 
funniest people on the planet, the 
stories they could tell would be far 
more entertaining than 90 percent of 
the junk forced on today’s television 
public. Recently, many wrestlers have 
been putting their life’s experiences 
in print and I’m sure most of you 
readers have had the pleasure to 
laugh along with their tales of ribs, 
the road, and “the room”. This is my 
forum for those kind of shenanigans 
that have happened to me and many 
others in and around the Detroit 
wrestling scene. The dressing room 
door is open, so here we go. 

DR. JERRY GRAHAM: In his 
day, the great Dr. was one of the 
best that professional wrestling had 
to offer. Great talent, exceptional 
ring presence, always able to draw 
heat, and one hell of a “stick man” 
(cutting promos). The tales of 


lighting his cigars with $100 bills, 
taking out lavish suites in the finest 
hotels and throwing huge parties 
are a few things that made him in a 


legend. I remember one party that 
I was at, during the height of the 
streaking craze, where the good Dr., 
in the middle of Winter, peeled off 
his clothing, streaked outside in the 
snow and cold, and jumped into 
a half frozen swimming pool. The 
sight of him coming back to towel off 
with huge swatches of green sludge 
surrounding his massive frame was a 
sight to behold. Those days long gone 
and his career reduced to opening 
bouts and jobber status, the good Dr. 
bounced around wherever he could 
find a match, a few payoffs, and cause 
havoc for many of those around him. 

There was many a day when 
some of the boys would gladly share 
a long ride together. You’d drive one 
time, someone else the next. It usually 
was lots of fun, unless Dr. Jerry was 
looking for a ride. Don’t get me 
wrong, he kept us all entertained with 
his stories and jokes, but he had this 
one problem. Being as big as he was, 
he would always take up residence in 
the back seat. He also had a fondness 
for taking in a few cocktails, often 
times more than a few. And when 
he did, he treated your back seat 
as if it were his personal urinal. No 
forewarning, no “Hey, could you pull 
over.” It wasn’t pretty but you put up 
with it. 

One particular time, on the drive 
back from a show in Columbus, Ohio, 
four of us were driving along, three 
of us up front (myself in the middle) 
the driver and other passenger who I 
can’treveal but let's call them Battman 
and Killer. Dr. Jerry in his usual 
outpost, was in the backseat. It was a 
hot Summer evening, the road nearly 
deserted from traffic, and it was dark 


out as could be. Out of nowhere from 
behind us came a large contingency 
of bikers, motoring along, minding 
their own business as were we. As 
they were passing us by, courteous 
waves were exchanged, and all was 
well. The next thing we know, our car 
wasbeing bitch slapped with chains 
and boot heels. 

What the hell was going on and what 
on earth did we do to provoke this type of 
onslaught?. As fast as we could try to 
roll up the windows, we could see the 
good Dr. in the backseat pelting the 
bikers with beer cans, some of which 
were still full, and unleashing a cuss 
filled tirade that would have caused 
Mother Teresa to want to kick his ass. 
We realized what started this fracas 
but the problem was now how best 
to get out of this situation, obviously 
out-numbered and the bikers were 
out for blood. 

As Battman drove, Killer reached 
under the backseat where there was 
a small long handled rake-brush 
contraption. Pulled over as far to 
the right as possible, Killer then 
rolled down the passenger side 
window where he leaned out the still 
speeding vehicle, and instructed me 
to brace my feet against the door and 
clutch onto his legs as we rolled the 
window up a bit to wedge him into 
position. Still under siege of slapping 
chains, we veered to the left side of 
the road, cutting off the path of some 
of the bikes on that side and sending 
them flying off the road and into the 
willows and thickets. Then we veered 
right, then left, and back again to try 
and fend them off. As others crept 
up along the passenger side, Killer 
bounced up, swingin’ away with his 
rake-brush like Mark McGwire on a 
Sunday afternoon, sending bike and 
rider flying in all directions. It all 
happened so fast, yet it seemed the 
possible nightmare lasted for hours. 
As we sped away, our hearts still 
pounding, our adrenalin still rushing 
at warp speed, it seemed as though 
we had won the battle and they had 
retreated to lick their wounds. 

As we pulled off the road and into 
a rest stop to regain our composure 
and to grasp what had just happened, 
we exited the car only to look into 
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the back seat where the good Dr. 
was seated in a large pool of soiled 
trousers, still ranting and raving that 
those degenerates got what they 
justly deserved. And if they ever had 
the nerve to once again show their 
faces in his esteemed presence, he 
would once again show them that 
you don’t want to mess with “The 
Dude with the ‘tude”, the great Dr. 
Jerry Graham. 


ANNOUNCER TRIVIA: Can 
you name the gentlemen who over 
the years were the Ring Announcers 
at Cobo Arena? Correct me if I’m 
wrong or if there are any additions, 
but my list would be: Joe Gentile 
(also the voice of Tiger Stadium and 
the Detroit Tiger’s Baseball Club), 
Bob Finnegan, Chuck Allen, Terry 
Sullivan, and Buzz Benson. And a 
special mention to arguably the Dean 
of wrestling commentators, the man 
whowill always be the voice of Detroit 
wrestling, Lord Athol Layton. 

ANDRE THE GIANT: Andre 
worked this area for a very short time, 
but in that short span, I was treated 
to a lifetime of experiences with him. 
I could take up a whole column with 
them but I will share them equally 
over time. When he came to this area, 
along with his partner and sometimes 
opponent, Frank Vallois, he rode with 
me quite a few times because at the 
time I had a large Ford LTD which 


Lord Layton 


made it a more comfortable ride for 
him. I remember fondly he always 
called me by the nickname “Boss”. His 
English was spoken in a broken style 
yet we communicated and got along 
quite well. Whenever he would speak 
French to Frank and not meaning to 
exclude me from the conversation, I 
would always speak back in a French 
accent, in a manner of Jerry Lewis 
(you know those French and Jerry 
Lewis) with no actual French words 
being expelled, we would always 
have a hearty laugh with Andre 
saying “You funny, Boss!” 

We had driven up to Toronto 
together for a show at Maple Leaf 
Gardens. Being first thing in the 
morning and looking for breakfast, 
we strolled Yonge Street in Toronto 
on a Sunday morning. Years ago, if 
you ever have been to any Canadien 
city, you know that there usually was 
nothing opened on a Sunday. 

But we did find this little diner 
and took our seats at the counter. 
The look on the faces of the cook 
and waitress, who both happened to 
be Oriental, as the enormous Andre 
walked into their establishment, was 
like watching Godzilla descend upon 
Tokyo. 

As we scanned the menu, the 
waitress in a heavy Asian accent, 
her English somewhat sparse, asked 
what we would like. I ordered, and 
then it was Andre’s turn. His heavy 
baritone French accent broken English 
voice boomed, “I want a “half dozen” 
eggs, a pound of bacon, hash browns, 
and a mound of toast.” She seemed 
perplexed as if she didn’t know what 
he had said. Again, Andre repeated 
his order and without hesitation, she 
looked at him in a puzzling manner 
once again. Three times seemed to 
be the charm as she walked away 
barking our orders to the chef. A few 
minutes later, my order came looking 
quite appetizing for a morning meal. 
And when Andre’s came, it was a 
sight to behold. 

Andre now had the puzzling 
look on his face that had been on the 
waitresses prior. We looked at his plate 
and burst into laughter. The waitress 
didn’t know what to think as she 
asked if anything was wrong. There 


on his plate sat a meager amount of 
what was once an egg, a single strip 
of bacon, some hash browns and a 4 
x 5 inch slab of bread. As we looked 
up at her sorry eyes as if she made 
some huge mistake, she said “You 
order half egg, piece a bacon, and 
brown toast!” Now we were really 
splitting a gut, tears rolling down our 
faces. He told her that he had ordered 
a “half dozen” eggs. 


She said “What? What a half 
dozen?” Which seems to be why she 
was so taken aback when he ordered 
in the first place, not knowing what 
he had meant by a half dozen, or a 
pound, or a mound. Vocal accents 
and understanding of each others 
tonal language were at an all-time 
low at this point but one of extreme 
humor. He then held up six fingers 
to represent that he wanted six eggs, 
cupping his hands slightly apart to 
determine the amount of bacon he 
wanted, and hovering his hand six 
inches off the counter to tell her how 
much toast he wanted. She looked at 
him in awe and said “You gonna eat 
all that?” 

Back to the kitchen she went, 
rebarking a new order, and all was 
well in the land of Canadien bacon, 
Oriental style. 


10 e WRESTLING REVUE #143 « April-June, 2003 


“HEAVY METAL” MALCOLM 
MONROE: I was managing Malcolm 
for a number of years in this area, but 
one night in particular was an omen 
of either good or bad things to come 
for the rest of my life. I had brought 
along to the show my then girlfriend 
who I had been dating for a very 
short time. What an introduction to 
show her what I did for a living. [had 
mentioned this to Malcolm and a few 
of the other boys, that my girlfriend 
was here and I’d like them to meet 
her after the show. 

Directly after our match where 
Monroe retained his Midwest 
Heavyweight Title, arm raised in 
victory, and for me, came that dreaded 
long walk back to the dressing room. 
When you are out there during a 
match, inciting the crowd into near 
frenzy, you have this false sense of 
security that you are in control. You 
can bust the crowd with the right 
action, a facial gesture, a timely 
remark. But after the match is over, 
their emotions are at a pinnacle, their 
frustrations often directed in your 
vicinity. Thus, over the years I’ve been 
punched, kicked, stabbed, spat upon, 
and have been on the receiving end 
of countless other acts of cowardice.. 
which is why I always considered the 
walk back to the dressing room the 
longest walk of my career. 

On this night, Imade it back safely, 
then stripped down and headed to the 
inner sanctum of the showers where 
we discussed the highs and lows of 


Heavy Metal 
Malcom Monroe ¥ 


the night’s bout. This was followed 
by a quick dry, dressed for success 
and ready to party, payoff in hand.- 
but......no Malcolm. Where could he 
be? A mild scream came from just 
outside the dressing room door. As I 
peaked out the door to inspect, my jaw 
drops to my ankles as I saw Malcolm, 
with his hands strategically placed 
on someone’s crotch and shoulder, 
having said person hoisted up over 
his head. Yes, who could it possibly 
have been, but my girlfriend, whom 
he had yet be formally introduced to. 

She seemed to be unhappily 
suspended in mid-air for quite 
some time. I was looking on with a 
somewhat suppressed snicker on 
my face, until Malcolm looked at me 
straight-faced and said “Does this 
belong to you?” Later that evening on 
what seemed to be a long ride home, 
she kept on accusing me of being in 
on Malcolm’s antics, which I honestly 
hadn’t been. To this day, now my 
wife of 12 years, always loves to tell 
the story of her introduction into the 
world of professional wrestling. 

FANS: As much as the wrestlers 
provided entertainment for all who 
attended, where would they be 
without “the fans”. I don’t mean 
just the average person who paid for 
their ticket and walked through the 
turnstile to be awed for the evening. 
I refer to those hardcore fanatics who 
attended week after week, traveled 
to different shows throughout the 
area, who collected everything from 
programs, to autographs, to ticket 
stubs, to darn near the wrestlers 
themselves. This is a small tribute 
to many of those I have met, seen, 
or come into contact with over the 
years. I hope to update this list with 
your help for each column. Do you 
remember: Brad McFarlin, Mario, 
Gary Kanensack, Gary Mancuso, 
Eric Goldenberg, Jodie Raab, Jerry 
McConnell, Chris McConnell, Dawn 
Porter, Cleo Costello, Reverend 
Cessna, Celia Konczal, Emily, Frank 
Kanareck, Phyllis Zufer, Andrea 
Dubin, “Mikey Pooh”? 

My all time favorites had to be 
“The Barracuda’s and Joe Pimp”. I 
really never got to know their names 
but they were an unmistakable trio in 


the crowd. The girls, always in short 
mini-skirts and highly coiffed blonde 
hair, ina style that would have befitted 
only Marge Simpson. Joe had an 
Elvis pompadour and highly colorful 
street attire. While reminiscing, I can’t 
forget Cobo security guards Tobacco 
John, Gil, and two guys who I will 
always be indebted to, guards Kenny 
and Dennis who looked out for my 
back many times over the years and 
were like a personal security blanket 
for The Sheik and many of the other 
heels. 

REAL JOBBERS: Many wrestlers 
who lived in a certain area and only 
worked that particular circuit, actually 
had other primary careers away from 
wrestling. As a fan, coming across 
these people in their every day 
workplace environment can come as 
quite an eye opening shock. These 
revered mega star athletes who 
travel the world and make millions 
of dollars, really having to moonlight 
on another job? Hey, right! But these 
two incidents happened to me when 
I was a youngster. 

I was with my family at the 
Detroit Zoo strolling along looking 
at the many animal exhibits what do 
my eyes behold? Wrestling superstar 
Ivan Kalmikoff emptying garbage 
cans. What??? What was wrong with 
this picture?. And a picture of it I did 
take with my Brownie camera! 

At a time when I was a telephone 
technician for the Bell System taking 
care of all the Chrysler plants, 
I’m was stringing wire along the 
assembly line when all of sudden, 
who did I see doling out auto parts 
and tools? None other than Ricky 
“The Crusher” Cortez. I was amazed, 
and even more so a few years later 
when I became his manager when we 
both worked for George Cannon’s 
promotion throughout Canada. More 
Ricky stories soon. 

ERIC THE RED & HARTFORD 
LOVE: One of the most fun teams I 
had the pleasure of managing, Eric 
and Hartford worked great as a tag 
team together. It was one particular 
night, Saturday June 6, 1976 that 
I will always remember. We were 
in Oshwegan, Ontario which just 
happened to be a city famous for an 
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Indian Reservation, which is where 
the matches were being held that 
evening. Of all things, we were going 
against two of its residents who 
happened to be of Indian heritage, 
Billy Eagle and Danny War Cloud. 

The crowd, nearly all Indians 
were in a fever pitch for the evenings 
main event. The chorus of boos and 
catcalls never seemed so good to hear 
as we made our entrance to the ring. 
Hartford, styling and profiling along 
with Eric who wore a massive polar 
bear pelt over his 375 frame and never 
entered the ring without his trusted 
friend, a huge animal bone that he 
hung in his corner for good luck (and 
often times a not so foreign object) 
The match was going extremely well, 
the counter balance of heat from us 
and the crowd popping with delight 
with every move that our opponents 
made was the perfect formula for a 
successful bout. 

Working towards and setting up 
for the finish, Eric threw Billy Eagle 
outside the ring in my direction, my 
cue to make a slow menacing stroll 
over to his limp body that lay on the 
arena floor, ready to givehima helping 
hand, or should I say kick to the 
midsection, to further his assistance 
back into the ring. As I started my 
stalking walk towards him, I noticed 
damn near the whole front row and 
a good section of people stand up, 
daring me to go one step closer. 

Sensing this, Istalked but thought 
otherwise of giving him a taste of my 
leather soles. The crowd was getting 
more intense as the match progressed, 
a feeling you instinctively get when 
things are going well and you need 
no more heat. But more came quickly 
as the Indian duo were trying to make 
a big comeback. 

I leaped upon the ring apron to 
distract the referee, Hartford was 
antagonizing his opponent who 
was trying in vain to make a tag to 
his helpless partner, and Eric the 
Red was reaching for the ring post 
in our corner, where he grabbed the 
giant bone and laid a few well placed 
thumps to War Clouds melon. 

The bone was back in place, I 
heeded the referee’s count to get off 
the apron, and Hartford went back to 


punishing his dazed foe. The crowd 
was hot, yelling and screaming, 
letting the referee know exactly what 
had just happened behind his back. 
Clueless to our dastardly deeds, 
we once repeated the same exact 
scenario, with the level of heat and 
deafening cries from the crowd at an 
apex. That’s when it all started. 

As Eric put the bone back into 
the corner, I with my back to it, now 
all 4 men were in the ring and the 
Indians making their big comeback. 
Suddenly, Eric yelled out my name in 
my direction, and I thought someone 
was coming at me from behind. 
A female fan seemed to have had 
enough of our bone wielding tactics 
and had leaped on the ring apron and 
was headed towards the ring post, 
sure enough to get that bone out of 
our future plans. As she reached for 
it, myself hearing Eric’s cry towards 
me at the exact moment, I caught a 
glance at her out of the corner of my 
eye and my first instinctive reaction 
was to protect myself. I did this 
by swinging at her, where at that 
moment, she had felt the wrath of 
Supermouth Dave, dropped the bone 
back into it’s original resting place, 
and did an unpleasant free fall to the 
arena floor. 

Next thing I saw was her mate, 
all 6’ 6” of his huge body coming in 
my direction, fist clenched and ready 
to be introduced to some part of my 
140 pound body. Of course, in this 
business, you never show them you 
are scared and you never back down 
but I was watching an arm the size 
of a oak stump headed in my facial 
direction. And then, boom! 

No, it wasn’t me but Eric who 
had timed my rescue perfectly as he 
flattened my would be attacker and 
sent him flying easily ten feet across 
the floor on the seat of his pants. 


At that moment, I felt an 
excruciating pain in my lower back. 
Chairs by the dozens came hurling 
in our directions like a cloud of scud 
missiles, most making contact on 
some parts of our bodies. We were 
now surrounded by throngs of people, 
punching and kicking, as we tried to 
fend them off. Let it be noted that 
since this was an Indian reservation, 
there was no local police and a 
security force that I think was getting 
into the act themselves. Eric rolled 
me into the ring itself, as Hartford 
and he tried to defend themselves 
best they could as the calvary came 
out of the dressing room en masse to 
aid in our rescue. 

It all seemed like a never ending 
nightmare, with bodies flying, and 
attempting to restore some kind of 
order to the crowd. I was being pulled 
towards the edge of the ring by my 
feet by what seems to be security. 
“Thank you!” I thought for an ever 
so brief second. However, suddenly, I 
have one leg over the bottom rope, one 
leg under, and the ‘security guards’ 
were pulling me, trying to get me out 
of the ring, all the while swatting my 
legs with their night sticks like Gene 
Krupa on a snare drum. They must 
have thought I was a fan who had 
gotten into the ring. 

Wwhile they were pulling and 
tugging, with the bottom rope still 
wedges between my legs, I was 
having aspirations of being lead 
soprano for the Vienna Boys Choir. 
I was able to kick myself free and it 
seemed like forever as about ten guys 
surrounded me and led me back 
to the dressing room, returning to 
get Eric and Hartford back to safety 
as well. As the dressing room door 
was firmly locked and our status 
seemingly safe, the uneasy sound of 
fans banging on the door, trying to 
get in was a haunting sound I will 
never forget. 

In the parking lot they waited 
for our exit for at least a couple of 
hours, before finally giving up hope 
that our stupidity would let us leave 
before they were gone. Badly bruised 
but still breathing, it was days before 
I felt less pain and even longer for the 
black and blue scars to dissipate. 


12 e WRESTLING REVUE #143 ¢ April-June, 2003 


Every wrestling fan, young and 
old has heard of Mil Mascaras, the 
most well-known luchador ever. 
Mil, born Miguelito Rodriguez, has 
transcended luchalibre, pro-wrestling 
and puroresu ever since he stepped 
foot into the United States, debuting 
for Mike Lebell’s Easton/Los Angeles 
wrestling office in 1967. 

Mascaras had grown to become 
a huge lucha name in Mexico since 
his early ‘60s debut for the EMLL 
promotion now run by Paco Alonzo. 
The former Mister Mexico and 
competitive body builder with the 
soft-spoken voice began appearing in 
cine(motion picture) after cine with 
the likes of the Original Santo Sr, Blue 
Demon, Tiniablas Sr., Mathematico 
and others. Soon, he could carry those 
movies by himself. Santo Sr and 
Demon Sr were the original luchadors 
who'd crossed over successfully to 
movies-usually playing themselves 
as crime fighters taking on all sorts of 
evil doers. 

The movies are now regarded 
as camp classics “although I just did 
another of them not that long ago,” 
Mil told me recently. They often 
ended with the masked hero or heros 
saving the day in a wrestling ring. 
“Those movies were fun to make, not 
like wrestling which is a lot of work. 
Not that movie-making isn’t work, 


you're often sitting around waiting 
on the others or the director, sitting in 
your room or your trailer. I’ve done 
so many of them. I’m very proud 
of my movie life as much as my 
wrestling career.” 

Everyone certainly is aware of 
Mil Mascaras’ success in wrestling. 
“Tve wrestled and been a champion 
in many, many countries around 
the world. I am still the IWA world 
heavyweight champion and I’ve 
wrestled in South America. But of 
course one of my favorite places 
to work outside of Mexico and the 
United States is Japan.” 

Mascaras was one of Giant Shohei 
Baba’s most popular foreigners, early 
in the life of the All Japan Pro Wrestling 
Promotion. His ’73-’74 series with 
Dick “The Masked Sensational, 
Intelligent Destroyer” Beyer as Beyer 
tried to defeat every other masked 
wrestling star on the planet was 
box office bonanza and he quickly 
became one of the biggest foreigners 
of any race to tour Japan regularly. 
From Baba to the late Jumbo Tsuruta, 
he wrestled them all in All Japan and 
from 1973 on has been regarded as 
a total legend in Japan. To this day 
even though he’s worked for some of 
the smaller groups, his appearance 
on All Japan anniversary shows have 
been highlights. “I really enjoyed 
seeing Terry Funk, Abdullah(the 
Butcher), Stan Hansen, Onita, so 
many of the great names in Baba’s 
promotion over all these years on 
the All Japan 30th anniversary show. 
The people in Japan always still give 
me the big response and I really love 
going over there every trip.” 

His career more recently hasn't 
been without a bit of celebrity 


MIL MASCARAS 


Lucha Legend Not Yet 
Ready to Unmask 


by Dr. Mike Lano 


controversy. Rumors began to 
circulate throughout Mexico that 
Mascaras had a son that was going 
to follow in his footsteps. “That 
was never true, no one was going to 
follow in my footsteps,” Mascaras 
told me disgustingly when I asked. 
More current and younger lucha stars 
marvel at the fact he doesn’t even take 
his mask off around them, that he still 
drives to and from the venues with 
his mask on, and that he doesn’t even 
take off his trademark mask when 
he showers. The old Stanley Weston 
magazines often ran pictorials that 
felt staged about one of the Bolos or 
Zebra Kid never taking off his mask 
even at the family Thanksgiving 
dining room table. With Mascaras, 
it’s the real deal. 

Some of the younger stars in 
the past ten years like Pyscosis and 
the original La Parka have also been 
critical of Mil to the media, saying he 
doesn’t sell for others, and that he 
still thinks he’s “superman;” that he 
still thinks he’s Mil Mascaras as he 
approaches age 60. 

Many of his supportive fans 
justify this by Mil’s amazing shape for 
his age and that he has so much pride 
in his work and his character. He still 
works out many hours a day, “I still 
hit the weights hard, and run and do 
more cardio than I used to. But now 
I make more time for my family and 
personal things than I did when the 
business was so crazy for me.” 

His matches with the likes of Ernie 
Ladd, Blue Demon Sr and Jr, Tiniablas 
Sr and Jr, his NWA title matches with 
everyone from Dory Funk Jr to Terry 
Funk to Harley Race and Ric Flair 
have all been major league marquee. 
“I really liked singles, but I had some 
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good tag team partners, people I liked 
working with- mainly Ray Mendoza, 
Pedro Morales and Pepper Gomez 
when I first started for Mike Lebell in 
Los Angeles. I really enjoyed my feud 
with the late El Solitario. The press 
came in so big for those matches. 
And John Tolos and Freddie Blassie- I 
had very big feuds with at the grand 
OlympicAuditorium. Ireally enjoyed 
working in other big cities and after I 
became famous in Los Angeles - Paul 
Boesch in Houston, Eddie Graham in 
Florida and other promoting people 
wanted to bring me in. 

“I was the very first masked 
wrestler allowed to keep my mask 
in Madison Square Garden for Vince 
McMahon Sr.” Mil indeed broke 
the barrier, much as Moolah had for 
women there. Typically, WWWF’s 
masked wrestlers could keep their 
masks on tv or the other venues for 
Capitol Sports, except MSG where 
they had to cut a hole open in the 
front of their mask and show their 
face. El Olympico and Spoiler Don 
Jardine weren’t happy about what 
was an early expose of themselves. 

Mil was named the first and 
to date, only champion of Eddie 
Einhorn’s IWA that was aided and 
booked by Pedro Martinez and son 
Ronnie “It was a big responsibility 
put on my shoulders by Mr. Einhorn 
of Chicago, who owned so many 
sports teams. I was so proud to be 
their champion,” Mil said. 

Mascaras’ international prestige 
helped carry the IWA over it’s lifetime 
with shows along the East, and then 
throughout the NorthEast, in direct 
competition with WWWF well prior 


to the WWF/NWA wars. Mascaras 
joined many in hoping the upstart 
IWA might unseat Vince Sr., but it 
never came to pass. He did have main 
event title defenses with Lou Thesz 
(they met a few times in Mexico City 
as well), Dick Brower, Victor Rivera, 
Ernie Ladd, Ivan Koloff, Rip Hawk, 
Bolo Mongol and others. 

Many wrestlers were told they’d 
be boycotted if and when the IWA 
folded and they came looking for work 
back in the NWA. That happened toa 
tiny extent, but once Ivan Koloff, Ernie 
Ladd and Victor Rivera were allowed 
to wrestle back in WWWE, all bets at 
punishment were off. Mascaras even 
returned to feud with then WWWF 
champ Superstar Billy Graham in 4- 
star classics after the IWA folded. No 
mention was made of the fact he was 
still IWA world champ, or at least was 
able to keep the belt. 

While Sheik owned his own U.S. 
title belt, I guess the same could be 
said for Mascaras who only dropped 
the title in some phantom matches in 
Mexico and Japan, winning back the 
belt almost immediately. Just like the 
late great Sheik, Mascaras was rarely 
seen without his IWA belt, after his 
stints in WWWE and WWF. In fact, 
Mascaras even appeared for Sheik on 
one or two big Cobo spectaculars. 

He agreed with my assessment 
that his debut in the L.A. area, later 
Texas and the rest of the country was 
important. “It forced wrestlers to 
learn to work from the other side, our 
side since we pivot and start always 
from the exact opposite of what the 
American and Japanese wrestlers 
do. I was very proud to be the first 
person, wrestler to have 
done that. I think it caused 
a great change and I hope 
helped wrestling.” 

It certainly did. Just 
seeing Classy Freddie 
Blassie, Tolos, and The 
Sheik forced to learn some 
new tricks and a whole new 
style to mesh was amazing. 
Mascaras literally was L.A. 
wrestling for atime, holding 
the America’s single and 
tag belt along with the 
Jules Strongbow Scientific 


The trademark Mascaras comeback is still 


providing thrills for fans of the masked 
superstar. (Photo by Dr. Mike Lano) 


Trophy and Beat the Champ title for 
KCOP tv. “Blassie and Thesz also 
told me that I carried myself well, 
to continue to always dress in a suit 
and tie away from the ring, to carry 
oneself and be a professional. That’s 
what I’ve always tried to do and that’s 
what I try to pass on to these young 
boys of today. You are representing 
the business at all times, Thesz would 
tell others. And I do too now. You are 
a professional athlete and should act 
like one. Be a professional.” 

“The United States and Japan, 
that was where the big money was. 
Paul Boesch and Giant Baba were 
among my favorite promoters, very 
honest people. I actually got along 
very well with Vince McMahon Sr, it 
was just that the IWA offered me so 
much more money to give it a shot. 
I was very disappointed when IWA 
didn’t last long as a promotion.” 

Mil Mascaras’ lengthy career 
goes on and on and on like a lucha 
Energizer bunny. “I have no plans 
to retire. I’ve slowed down, but 
as long as I’m Mil Mascaras, I'll 
continue. This is what I enjoy doing, 
entertaining the people. I don’t know 
what I’d do without wrestling.” 

I don’t think the business would 
know what to do without Mil 
Mascaras’ many accomplishments 
and successes. 
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If you are 
fed up with life 
and want to leave the 


planet Earth, do as we did, 


arrange an interview with ... 


THE SHEIK 


BY HENRY KRAWIEC 


~ í i ca 


Note: This is the first Wrestling Revue article published on 
The Sheik - from the Fall, 1961 issue. 


UNLESS YOU were one of the 5,000 
electrified patrons who saw it happen in 
Washington’s Capitol Arena, or one of 
the many more who saw it on TV that 
winter’s night in 1959, you wouldn’t 
believe it. But then, it’s hard to believe 
anything the Shiek does. He is, in short, 
unbelievable. 

Nevertheless, not long after 
Christmas two years ago, the Sheik 
was wrestling hairless Skull Murphy, a 
reknowned villain who, compared ‘to the 
Sheik, is Prince Charming with muscles. 
The action got so hot that the canvas 
started to smoulder, literally. Because, 
alter Murphy escaped from the Sheik’s 
dreaded “Claw” hold - which paralyzes 
the victim’s arm and hand - the Sheik 
went berserk. He dashed out of the ring, 
seized his smudge pot from its place 
beneath the ring, and hurled its contents 


at his bald opponent. Fire, smoke and 
ashes emerged from the pot - screams 
of anguish and surprise emerged out of 
Murphy and the Sheik stormed from the 
ring, disqualified. He was almost booted 
out the District of Columbia for good, in 
fact. But after they stamped out the fire 
in the ring, the Commission cooled down 
and the Sheik was forgiven. “He can’t 
help acting up.” said one commissioner, 
“-after all, he’s practically an animal. they 
say.” 
‘ Against the advice of our friends and 
relatives, we decided to interview the 
“animal.” Even other wrestlers advised 
against getting into the dressing room 
with the strangest wrestler of them all. 
“Look up the clippings on him,” they 
said. “It’s safer. Anway, he can’t speak 
English. How can you interview him?” 
But WRESTLING REVUE has never 


walked away from an interview yet. 
We have taken on Skull Murphy, the 
Kangaroos, Don Leo Jonathan, Killer 
Kowalski even the animalistic “Brute” in 
Detroit. We survived, although our knees 
shook a little now and then. But we did 
have one thing in our favor: a wrestler’s 
hands and feet are classed by law as 
“deadly weapons.” Thus, if he should 
use them to assault an ordinary civilian, 
he’s immediately arrested. This., we felt. 
would he a great comfort as we lay in our 
hospital bed-knowing that justice would 
eventually triumph. 

Anyway. donning shin guards 
beneath our pants, and notifying the 
D.A.’s_ office of our destination, we 
headed toward the midtown hotel where, 
for the moment, the Sheik had camped. 

When we told the hotel clerk who we 
wanted, he gulped and alerted the house 
detective. ‘That man’s a killer.” the clerk 
said. “Be careful:’ 

‘How is he registered?” we asked. 

‘He just scribbled on the register, ‘The 
Sheik and Salome.’ When I asked him 
to make it Mr and Mrs. Sheik, he broke 
the pen in two and started to rip up the 
register.” The detective nodded. 

When we finally arranged the 
interview, it was Salome, the Sheik’s 
pretty helper, who let us into Room 431. 
and said in broken English. “Master is not 
in a good mood. I should have warned 
you. Maybe tomorrow, instead-” 

But we were in, and who could tell 
when we'd ever get another chance? We 
asked for the lord and master. Salome. 
who apparently dresses in her ceremonial 
robes and veil all the time, shrugged 
delicately. “In’shallah,” she murmured 
Having read “Beau Geste” we knew it 
meant either “So be it’ or “God have 
mercy on your soul.” We weren’t sure. 

Then the Sheik, clad in a rich-looking 
silk kimono. entered. We can’t say he 
appeared friendly. In fact, we got the urge 
to call for help. But he sat down, glaring 
at us. The interview began. 

“Where,’ I asked Salome, who, if 
she’s as beautiful as her eyes suggest. 


xia 
Pat O'Connor is staggered by a left hook to 
the mid-section during a recent match in 


Chicago. 
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For a short while, The Sheik teamed up with 
Gene Kiniski. Here, Big Gene is trying to 
calm his partner down. 


must be quite a dish of pakiava. “does he 
come from? There’s a lot of controversy 
about that. Some say Arabia, some say 
Syria.’ 

“He is from Beirut, Lebanon.” said 
Salome. and she said it like she meant it. 

“He’s a real Arab, then, and not just a 
store dummytype Arab.” 

Salome looked 
explained. 

“Oh, yes-he is not only an Arab, he 
is the son of a Chief. He would have been 
the leader of his whole tribe if he had 
stayed in the Middle East. He might even 
have gone to the United Nations.” (As if 
they weren't having enough trouble!) 

“And when did he decide to come to 
America?” 

“Three years ago. He is only in his 
thirties, you know.” We didn’t. Like 
everything else about the Shiek, even 
his age is a mystery. Gradually, as we 
spoke to the tiny, robed woman who sat 
demurely on the edge of the couch, some 
of the mystery was cleared away. 

“Salome,” we asked. “how did 


confused. We 


you come to get-er - mixed up with the 
Sheik?” 

She dropped a quiet bomb, “I was 
his child bride,” she said. ‘In the desert 


outside Beirut, the Sheik’s tribe wanted a 
wife for the new Chief-to-be. Since I was 
the prettiest girl in Lebanon, and came 
from a good family. I was chosen. We 
were married shortly before he came to 
America,” 

“Did he start his wrestling career in 
this country?” 

“No. He was the champion wrestler 
of Lebanon and most of the Middle East, 
There were no more men to wrestle-he 
beat them all-so instead of becoming 
Chief, he came here to continue his 
career.” Salome cast a shy glance at her 
Arab prince; almost a proud glance. “They 
say he is one of the most feared wrestlers 
in the world. And he is very, very good, 
isn’t he?” 

We said yes, but as it happens. the 
Sheikis stronger thanheis good. He knows 
the holds, of course, and he can wrestle 
better than most. But, in competition with 
the acknowledged contenders-which is 
what the Sheik happens to be-he uses 
brute strength more than science. He has 
a couple of basic holds, such as the Claw. 
which account for most of his victories, 
but it is generally the back-breaking, 
wearing-down process of attrition 
that finally puts his opponents in such 
condition that he can apply one of his 
favorite holds. He isn’t especially fast, so 
he resorts to brutality to win. And he is 
one of the most brutal men in the world. 

Few men have been disqualified 
more often. One problem the Sheik has 
is his inability to understand when he’s 
spoken to. In addition to the language 
barrier, he tends to go into a kind of 
trance when in the ring. His strange eyes 
blaze fiercely, and his mind seems closed 
to what’s going on about him. Only his 
opponent matters, and the Sheik doesn’t 
care how he heats him. At such a time, 
neither the referee nor the fans can reach 
the Arab’s fogged mind. It is known that 
on more than one such occasion, Salome 
has literally saved the life of the Sheik’s 
opponent. She seems to have the key to 
reach him when he runs amok, 

“He kicks you around a lot,” we 
remarked delicately, “doesn’t that bother 
you?” We referred to his brutal treatment 
of her when she performs her duties of 
valet and helper during the Sheik’s pre- 
match ritual with prayer rug and smudge 

ot. 

Salome’s lovely eyes widened. “In 
the mid-east it is different than here. 
There, women know their place. Here. 
they run you men like puppets. You wait 
on them and do everything for them, 
and they laugh at you. In my country it 
is the opposite. We like to serve our men 
-and they make us like it by proving their 
superiority. Yes, he beats me, but, even 
though it hurls, I do not complain. If I 
did, he would only beat me harder,” She 
shrugged. 

“What,” I asked, “do you folks 
do for kicks? I mean, do you have any 
hobbies?” 

She shook her head. “We live only 
to work. Later we will return home- 


and there we will buy a village and live 
happily in the desert:’ 

Thousands of American wrestling 
fans will he glad to see that day arrive. 
For the Sheik makes enemies wherever he 
goes. It is rare that he condescends to live 
in a hotel. Usually he tries to pitch a low, 
black Arabictype tent on a town square 
or in a city park. The police then have to 
explain to Salome that such things just are 
not done in America, much as they’d like 
to oblige. This usually gets the Sheik in 
a rage, but thus far Salome’s efforts have 
presented serious bloodshed. 

Just before our interview ended, we 
made a mistake- and not even Salome 
could prevent bloodshed! I admired her 


With his lovely Princess at hand, The Sheik 
goes through his pre-bout ritual in India- 


silken veil and casually said. “That looks 
expensive -is it real silk or dacron?” I 
reached out to touch the cloth. 

The Sheik must have thought I meant 
to unveil her- a sin punishable by death. 
He leaped toward me with a bellow of 
rage. Both Salome and I moved quickly 
and in opposite directions. She threw 
herself in front of her crazed master and 
grabbed his foot. He fell sprawling. I 
leaped backward, falling over the chair, 

“Get out, quickly - 1 can’t hold him!” 
she screamed. The Sheik beat at her with 
his fists, and kicked at her small body. 

Torn between my gentlemanly 
instincts and the desire to save my own 
skin, I hesitated, Then I got a look at the 
Sheik’s eyes. They were stark, staring 
mad -and I'll say so in any court! I’m 
convinced that he would have killed me 
if he’d got his hands on me. 

I opened the door and, as I ran down 
the four flights of stairs, I could hear 
the guttural roars of anger behind me. 
Dashing past the desk clerk, I saw him 
nod with understanding. “Never fails,” 
he murmured. The house detective, 
lounging against the desk, agreed. 
“Wonder if we can get a court injunction 
to put that crazy Arab out?” 

That’s all I heard for by now I was 
in the street, I hope that’s where they put 
the Sheik! 
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THE SHEIK... THE SHIRT... AND THE CAGE! 


A Wrestling Revue Exclusive 
by Los Angeles Promoter Mike LeBell 


I had promoted thousands of 
matches around Southern California 
in my many years in the wrestling 
business, but none so wild and 
dangerous as the famous 1970 
SHEIK-BLASSIE CAGE MATCH! 

Ever since The Sheik passed away 
on January 18, I have been reflecting 
upon the one night I was really 
frightened for my life. It cost me a lot 
of money, but I was finally able to sign 
Freddie Blassie, who was just about 
unbeatable at the time, to face The 
Sheik. Sheik had just come off a big 
win over Bobo Brazil. It was July 10 
and a very hot night in Los Angeles at 


the Olympic Auditorium. Ticket sales 
had been good and the old building 
at 18" and Grand Avenue was sold 
out with 10,400 screaming fans. 

Sheik entered the ring first with 
his manager, Abdullah Farouk (aka 
“The Grand Wizard”). After his usual 
prayer ritual he paced nervously 
around the ring. Out from the dressing 
room came Blassie, who against the 
Sheik was in the unusual position of 
being a fan favorite. 

I was just about to see who was 
the toughest wrestler in the world. 
The bell rang and Sheik charged 
Blassie, ripping at his forehead with 


what looked like a pencil. Blassie 
made a comeback by biting the Sheik 
in the forehead. Within seconds, 
the ring was full of both wrestlers’ 
blood. 

The referee tried to break both 
wrestlers apart, but was thrown aside. 
He signaled for the bell. By then, 
Abdullah Farouk was in the ring. 
Reaching into his pocket, he took out 
what looked like a bottle of iodine 
and threw the solution into Blassie’s 
face so The Sheik could escape. 

I was furious, the fans were 
furious, so I went right to the NWA 
to protest the double-DQ decision. 
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In short order, NWA President Sam 
Muchnick wired me after a meeting 
that the decision stood, but that I 
could sign a re-match. 

When I told Blassie, he demanded 
that Farouk be banned from ringside. 
I told him I would go one better and 
build a unique cage with his help. This 
would prevent Farouk’s interference 
and prevent The Sheik from running 
out of the ring. 

The match would take place on 
July 24, 1970 at the Olympic. On TV, I 
told fans that they could come down 
the Wednesday before the match and 
they would find Blassie supervising 
the construction of the now famous 
BLASSIE CAGE. This was a unique 
style cage in that it was 15’ high off 
the floor, and the rules were that the 
first wrestler over the top of the cage 
to get to the floor below would be the 
winner! 

When Farouk found out about the 
Blassie Cage, he was livid. “My Sheik 
is not an animal!” he screamed at me 
on the phone. It would do him and 
Sheik no good. The match was made, 
and again, we sold out the Olympic, 
turning away 6,000 disappointed mat 
fans. 

There were many important 
Hollywood personalities in 
attendance as well as representatives 
from the NWA. I had on my best 
Armani suit and pure silk shirt worth 
about $250.00. It was main event time 


“My Sheik is NOT an animal!” claimed Abdullah Farouk. Fans begged to differ. 


at last and I sat ringside. 

Sheik entered the ring first 
after eyeing the structure in total 
amazement. Blassie no sooner came 
through the door than The Sheik 
attacked him. Again, it quickly turned 
into a bloodbath as both wrestlers 
climbed the cage in an effort to 
leave. Every time Sheik attempted to 
get out, Blassie pulled him back for 
more punishment. Yet, with mystical 
strength, The Sheik fought back. 


Promoter Mike LeBell checks the door of the “Blassie Cage” 


Eventually, both men got to the 
top of the cage. The entire crowd was 
on their feet, and the crowd reaction 
was deafening. Pounding each other, 
blow by blow, Blassie finally got the 
edge and started over the cage to 
the floor below. The Sheik was right 
behind him, bloody pencil-weapon 
in hand. Both gladiators got to the 
outside apron. As Blassie was about 
to leap to victory, Sheik again attacked 
him in an effort to win. 

However, the blow delivered by 
The Sheik sent Blassie to the floor 
first and he was declared the winner 
as fans went nuts. It may have been 
over for Blassie, but it wasn’t over for 
me. 

The Sheik spotted me cheering 
in the front row and made a mad 
dash for me. He ripped my expensive 
Armani coat and drenched me in his 
blood, ruining my silk shirt. I broke 
free and got back to the box office 
breathing a sign of relief. 

As I think back to that night, I 
seem to remember as I looked back at 
The Sheik while trying to escape his 
wrath I detected a very rare smile on 
his bloody lips after what he had done 
to me. He was that kind of wrestler, 
showman and great talent. I’ll surely 
miss him. 
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THE DAY 
THAT 


WRESTLING 


DIED 


A Tribute by 


Dave Burzynski 


January 18, 2003 - The Day that 
Wrestling Died. How else can be 
expressed the passing of professional 
wrestling’ greatest villain of all time, 
The Sheik. Throughout it’s history 
there has never been another like him. 
Often imitated but never duplicated, 
he will forever be known by fans 
across the globe as the Godfather of 
Extreme, the greatest showman the 
sport has ever seen. Sure there were 
wrestlers with more talent, some 
have held more titles, others who 
have won more matches. But when 
you saw his name listed on any card, 
you'd better believe the rate of return 
on your entertainment dollar would 
be extremely high. 

Let me take you back in time and 
paint a picture with words as best I 
can, our memories that best describe 
the man everyone loved to hate, 
the legend, the icon, the architect of 
hardcore, The Sheik. 

Exiting the dressing room door, 
the thunderous ovation given to his 
opponent resonates throughout the 
building. What a wonderful fuel for 
his psyche as he begins his proud strut 
towards the ring, knowing full well, 


at crowd's first glimpse, those levels 
will change from high pitch screams 
of elatement to bass tonal catcalls of 
hatred. To him, these are the sounds 
of heavenly delight that have never 
changed since day one, the first time 
he made that walk back in November 
of 1949 in Detroit, Michigan against 
his first ever opponent, Lou Klein. 

Now in full view of the entire 
crowd, his pre-bout maneuvers and 
mannerisms kick into full throttle. 
A piercing glance from his bursting 
blue eyes in the direction of a few 
brave souls sends them scurrying like 
scared mice. Others within a few feet 
of him gasp for that next breath of 
air taken away from them in primal 
fear. Only after they are out of his 
sight range do they dare revert back 
to their mocking rage. 

A slow assent up the ring stairs, 
a quick shuffle of his boots on the 


ring apron, and a spry burst through 
the ropes signals to all that holy hell 
is about to break loose. His regal 
appearance is a thing of beauty. A 
braided bedouin headdress, the long 
sheer flowing robe, the humped 
camel insignia on his trunks, the ever 
present United States Heavyweight 
Championship belt around his waist, 
and his trademark boots, curled at the 
toes and the huge sabers that adorn 
each side. 

He begins to pace back and forth 
at a frantic rate of speed, stopping 
infrequently and abruptly to gaze 
into the sky as if being summoned 
by evil spirits. Pointing nervously 
towards the invisible demons, he 
begins to spew Arabic phrases in 
their direction ... ”Ahdellala-thoo” 
- “Hey’ll” ... he cries. He appears 
to be possessed under a hypnotic 
trance and in an uneasy state of 
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Abdullah Farouk & Sheik 

gripping fear that he seems to have 
no control over. You now almost feel 
sorry for him, as if the devil himself 
is commanding him to do some 
unspeakable evil and he wants no 
part of it. That fleeting notion quickly 
dissipates as you being to realize he is 
in complete compliance with his own 
demons, seemingly only apologizing 
to himself for the punishment he is 
about to render upon his foe. 

With the audience in utter 
frenzy, their attention broken only 
momentarily as the ring announcer 
echos that infamous phrase into the 
microphone, the words needed only 
to confirm and elevate their ravenous 
onslaught to a higher apex. 

“... and from Syria, weighing in 
at 242 pounds, The Sheik.” 

What more incentive could he 
possibly give to them to draw more 
heat? More strutting, more pointing, 
more ranting and piercing glances to 
no one in particular. The bout has yet 
to even begin and his final ritual is 
forthcoming. Placed neatly near his 
established corner sits a tiny Persian 
carpet on which he will kneel and 
face Eastward to offer prayers to his 
Almighty Allah. With arms raised, 
he bends in perfect rhythm three 
consecutive times to the dismay 
of the crowd, all trying to disrupt 
this ritual. Often not, their wishes 
are nearly granted as the referee 
tries unwillingly to hold back his 
opponent as they try to crash his 
ceremony and get the match under 
way. And when the bell finally rings, 
it meant it was time to strap on your 
seat belts because you’re going for a 
ride on uncontrolled chaos. 

Such is the way I will always 


remember. And never once in all 
the years of viewing this repeated 
scenario did anyone ever wish it to 
be any other way. You came to expect 
it. Along with the taped pencil or 
stick he would cleverly conceal in 
his boot, only to be used to gouge an 
eye, pierce a throat, or, along with 
his frequent penchant for biting, 
open up a blood flowing gash on his 
opponents melon. 

Then, that moment would come 
when all seemed doomed for the 
good guy, they would miraculously 
begin their big comeback, crowd 
in total support, and with one big 


Eddie “The Brain” Creatchman 
blow, in full view of the referee, the 
object would hurl skyward out of 
The Sheik’s hand, only to be picked 
up and used against him, all too 
often signaling the start of his own 
personal bloodletting. And bleed he 
did! One look at the scar tissue and 
deep rugged crevices over his brows 
from the countless years of subjected 
punishment, makes one wonder how 
many untold gallons of crimson juice 
has flowed out of his skull. A man 
- totally hated his entire working 
career, would go out night after night, 
knowing full well the consequences 
of his actions, in total disregard of 
his body and the suffering he would 
have to sustain long term, all for the 
pure sake of crowd satisfaction - can 
only be regarded as a genius. 

Being the perfectionist that 
The Sheik was, he never seemed 
comfortable or sought pleasure 
from the many accolades befittingly 
bestowed upon him. It was the one 
true shyness I saw in his personality. 
He took great pride in his successful 
promotion, he loved helping bring 


others into the business, and most of 
all, giving those who paid to see him 
wrestle more than they ever expected 
to witness from his performance. 

Things like this are part of his 
legacy. From his early days as a 
child of age ten, when he found his 
fondness for weightlifting, through 
his days as an amateur wrestler, funny 
it being he never had an interest in 
professional wrestling. After his stint 
in the U S Army, how could he have 
foreseen the impact he would later 
have on this sport? 

Whoever wrestled against The 
Sheik, considered it an honor and 
privilege. You know you had reached 
a higher status in the sport being 
able to perform with the very best. In 
turn, he often brought out more than 
the best in them as well. Throughout 
his years as champion, many of his 
matches were 2 out of 3 fall events, 
and on several occasions, they would 
develop into a one hour draw. In 
matches of such extended length, not 
wanting to rest on his past laurels in 
fear of his bouts becoming stale and 
repetitive, he could easily morph his 
style and pull from any number of 
moves from his extended repertoire. 
You just never knew what to expect. 
It could be his signature Camel 
Clutch, the lethal Cobra Clutch, or 
God forbid, the dreaded Fire from his 
fingertips. Or, you needed only look 
outside the ring, where stood his 


Sheik and Supermouth Dave Drason 
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often used ace in a hole, his manager. 

Early in his career, he was 
accompanied to ringside by his 
valet, The Princess, in reality his wife 
Joyce, who happened to be the very 
first female manager in wrestling 
history. On the road, she would 
often purchase fine silks and fabrics 
to custom tailor all his ring attire. 
When it came time to raise a family, 
Joyce became the driving force 
behind their Detroit promotion, thus 
relegating managerial duties to the 
great Abdullah Farouk. Real name 
Ernie Roth, and apply nicknamed 


the Weasel, his colorful style and 
remarkable stick work in front of the 
television cameras made his arguably 
the best manager the sport has ever 
seen. When he left to become The 
Grand Wizard, his void was filled by 
Eddie Creachman. Later in his career, 
this very writer served a brief yet 
unforgettable tenure as his manager 


Bobo Brazil, a feat he would regard as 
his greatest matches of all time. His 
most impressive battles all seemed to 
have one common denominator, the 
killer “B”. Brawls against the likes of 
Bobo, Brassie, Bruno, Baba, and the 
Butcher will all go down as classics of 
epic proportion. 
Away from wrestling, The Sheik 
was always known as a gentleman 
of style and class. He was far ahead 
of the curve when it came to fashion 
trends, yet he relished painting and 
sitting out in the sun during his down 
time. Never one to show an ounce of 
fear in the ring, the only time in his 
life he ever expressed any emotions 
of fear were caused by untimely 
airline incidents en route to his many 
appearances around the world. 

Sadly, the rigors of the sport and 
father time dealt him a bad blow the 
last few years of his life. Strong in spirit 
till his last days, his body was unable 
to recover. Notified of his passing 
by his family, I made arrangements 
to attend his funeral and offer my 
last respects. On a sunny blue sky 
single digit frigid morning, I made 
my way to Williamston, Michigan, 
along the way giving numerous radio 
interviews via cel phone as the sad 
news of his passing broke in Detroit. 

Upon arrival, I was amazed 
to see the Lansing television press 
camped out in front of the funeral 
home, as they covered the event for 
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House The Sheik Built”. He has more INTERMENT ? 


sellouts to his credit in that building 
than any other performer or sports 
team. And none more famous than 
his four consecutive packed houses 
against his all time greatest rival, 
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their local news. I found The Sheik to 
be a former image of himself, having 
lost so much weight during his long 
illness. But there was no mistaking 
that neatly trimmed beard, the deep 
pocketed scarred forehead, and his 
usual flair for style in a regal blue suit 
that matched his elegant coffin. 

The packed church full of family 
and friends was a fitting farewell, 
his last full house. The priest spoke 
fondly and eloquently of his life as a 
loving husband, father, and generous 
friend to all. Only once did he refer 
to him as Ed, foregoing formality, 
and speaking straight from the heart, 
referring to him always as Sheik, 
quite a thoughtful and meaningful 
show of respect. Throughout the 
entire service, I found myself vividly 

reliving all those fond memories 
he had given to myself and the 
wrestling community. Oh to be 
able to witness one more strut, to 
hear one more interview with Lord 
Layton, to see one more Camel 
Clutch, to hear that introduction 
one more time. It always seems 
to late to tell someone how much 
you love them, this being another 
one of those moments. 

But I, along with any fan who 
was lucky enough to be touched 
by his wrestling magic, and all 
the wrestlers who shared a proud 
moment in the ring with him, we all 
would like to say a heartfelt Thank 
You. 

You will be missed. You will 
always be remembered. 
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THE 
HEIK 


Ky ng of The 
Cobo 


by Allan Cooper 


This article, with parts reprinted from the 
May, 1980 issue of The Wrestling Exchange, 
and recently updated, provides a glimpse of 
The Sheik’s Detroit career, match-by-match by 
Michigan wrestling historian Allan Cooper.. 


Every professional sport has had it’s 
dominant teams which have ruled the roost for 
several years. In baseball, it is the New York 
Yankees, football had the Green Bay Packers, 
basketball had the Boston Celtics, and hockey 
had the Montreal Canadiens. In pro wrestling, 
many men have been on top for years. Most 
of them have been fan favorites. These men, 
such as Bruno Sammartino, Lou Thesz, Verne 
Gagne, Bobo Brazil, Eduard Carpentier— to 
name but a few — have all had one thing in 
common. They could wrestle within the rules 
all night long. 

One man has been the top villain in the 


' 


> P HEAVYWEIGHT W 
for twenty years. Who is he? The Sheik. This f F s CHAMPIU 
man doesn’t even know what a rule book is! 


midwest (in fact, wherever he has appeared) 


His career consists of defeating everyone with 
assorted weapons which he cleverly hides on 
his person, or receives at ringside from his 
numerous managers. He doesn’t really favor 
one weapon. He uses them all — pencils, rope, 
wire, chairs, tables, sticks, pieces of wood, cups, 
chains, belts, an occasional sledgehammer, { . 


fire mysteriously at times when it is least ` 

expected. and upstate New York. However, no where Of course, The Sheik has appeared 
In the mid-to-late fifties, The Sheik has The Sheik been more dominant than in elsewhere, from the Olympic Auditorium in 

appeared frequently in Illinois, Indiana and Detroit, Michigan. Detroit has been his “home Los Angeles and headlining Toronto’s Maple 

assorted trips to the South and Southwest. city,” where he has appeared in 95% of all the Leaf Gardens on a regular basis. His trips to 

There were also several trips to the east coast cards presented in Detroit since 1965. New York to face Bruno Sammartino were the 


and worst of all, his dreaded use of producing 
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Unquestionably, The Sheik’s biggest feud was with Bobo Brazil. They fought coast to coast. 
This famous ‘chian match’ photo was taken by Gary Mancuso at the Cobo Arena. 


high points of his road career, and during the 
late 1970s, Japan has been one of his favorite 
stomping grounds. 

This article will look at the career of The 
Sheik from a Detroit perspective. The “Sheik” 
era of wrestling in Detroit started when the 
Barnett-Doyle combination launched wrestling 
on a major league scale, using both Olympia 
Stadium and Cobo Arena. The year was 1959. 
The fans did not get to see The Sheik very often 
in the earlier years of this promotion, and its 
unknown if The Sheik appeared at all in 1959. 


1960 

In 1960, Sheik faced World Champion Pat 
O'Connor at Olympia and went down in defeat 
in April. He had faced O’Connor the previous 
month at the Michigan State Fairgrounds. 

1961: 

Sheik made only one known appearance, a 
win over Emile Dupre on an outdoor wrestling 
extravangza held at Tiger Stadium. 

1962 

In 1962, the fans got to see The Sheik more 
often. In January, he teamed with Handsome 


Johnny Barend to cut down a top team in 
the midwest - Johnny and Sonny Weaver. In 
February, he destroyed Jim Brady, in March 
he faced Dick the Bruiser in a tremendous 30- 
minute draw. His next appearance was in May, 
as he lost to then-U.S. Champion, Lord Layton. 
In June, Sheik put away French-Canadian star 
Larry Moquin. In August, body builder Ray 
“Thunder” Stern went down. Stern demanded 
a rematch with the same result the following 
month. In October, Sheik met his match, as he 
was beaten by Dick the Bruiser. In November, 
Billy Lyons and Mark Lewin met their waterloo. 
Lewin would later prove to be The Sheik’s top 
opponent for many years, in terms of being 
able to combat the Syrian’s “camel clutch,” 
which did in nearly every opponent in his 
early successes. In December, Sheik appeared 
in the Lord Layton International Tournament, 
but nemesis Lewin eliminated him in the first 
round. 

During those early years, The Sheik 
was accompanied to the ring by a slave girl 
Princess named Salimi. This very beautiful 
young woman lived in constant fear of him, as 
he would kick, slap and shove her around. She 
would assist him, bringing him his prayer rug 
into the ring, and she would bow to his every 
need. His beating of this lady infuriated many 
of his opponents (and the wrestling fans). 

1963 

As 1963 began, it appeared as if The 
Sheik was coming into his own as a man who 
would have to be dealt with very seriously. In 
January, Bearcat Wright fought to a double- 
“blond 
bomber” Ray Stevens teamed up with the 


disqualification. In February, the 


Sheik, but they were unsuccessful against 


Bearcat Wright and Argentina Rocca. In March, 
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Sheik defeated Angelo Savoldi but couldn’t 
solve Argentina Rocca’s unorthodox style. In 
April, Detroit hometown favorite Jim Hady 
went down to defeat. Kit Fox was next. The 
Sheik then left town for awhile, but returned in 
July beating up and coming villain Waldo Von 
Erich. In August, Sheik faced Waldo’s brother 
Fritz Von Erich, and both men brawled to a no- 
contest. Following this match, Sheik again left 
the area. In December, he returned to beat a 
tough South American foe Cyclone Negro. 

In the early part of the year, The Sheik’s 
faithful Princess left him, and he went the rest 
of the year without her. Apparently Detroit 
promoter Johnny Doyle saw The Sheik could 
bring in a lot of fans, which meant dollars in 
everyone’s pocket, so most of Sheik’s matches 
were main-eventers, or very near the top of the 
card. The fans were happy to see The Sheik take 
his lumps. Little did they know that The Sheik’s 
terror would get even worse as the years went 
on. Opponents soon would have to watch The 
Sheik closely for illegal use of foreign objects. 
The Sheik was determined to win at all costs, 
even the referees were subjected to physical 
harm. 

1964 

The year 1964 was an interesting one for 
the wild man, as he did not suffer a defeat in the 
Detroit rings. He faced a number of opponents 
who were not quite top-notch competition. 
Speculation at the time was that the top names 
were avoiding him. 

His first match in February, 1964, was 
against Billy Lyons, which was a rather easy 
match for the Syrian. Two weeks later, he faced 
his top nemesis at the time, Lord Layton. He 


Big Tex McKenzie electrified the Detroit 
audience when he challenged The Sheik. 


They were bitter rivals in and out of the ring - but Sheik got the best of The Bruiser. 


took the easy way out in the match, getting 
himself disqualified. In March, he handily 
put away veteran Lou Klien. Absent in April, 
Sheik returned in May to team with Japanese 
star Professor Hiro to battle Ed Carpentier and 
Leaping Larry Chene to a tough draw. Two 
weeks later, he faced Chene in a singles bout 
that also ended in a 30-minute draw. 

In July, the Sheik bested Hungarian 
sensation Bob Nandor in a mere nine minutes. 
His only August appearance saw him battle Jim 
Hady to a 20-minute stalemate. He once again 
hit the road, returning in November to appear 
on two shows, defeating Alexander the Great 
rather easily, then beating Bulldog Brower in 
a tough match that featured Layton as special 
referee. In December, Sheik faced Fritz Von 
Erich in the main event brawl in which Fritz 
suffered an injury to his arm. The match had to 
be stopped due to the injury Sheik had inflicted 
on Von Erich. 

1965 

1965 was the year The Sheik finally 
reached the top of the ladder in Detroit. He 
opened that year by turning back young Andy 
Robins. Andy was touring Canada and the 
United States. He had been here only a short 
time after leaving his homeland of Scotland. 

In February, it happened. The Sheik 
gained possession of the United States title. 

It was a rugged match against Johnny 
Valentine. The Sheik had assistance from 
Bulldog Brower, who clobbered Valentine with 
a chair enabling Sheik to win the title. On the 
next card, Bobo Brazil and Lord Layton teamed 
up to hand Sheik and Brower a defeat. The 
Sheik steered clear of both men individually, 
opting to battle Brute “Mr. Kleen” Belkas, a 
well-known health fanatic and body builder, 
followed by drop-kick artist Sweet Daddy 


Siki. In April, Sheik was teamed with Brower 
against Valentine and partner Haystacks 
Calhoun. Two weeks later, Calhoun was the 
victim in his singles match against Sheik. 

In May, Sheik defeated Sailor Art Thomas, 
a man of tremendous strength, but the cunning 
and speed of Sheik was too much for the 
popular Thomas. Calhoun made his return for 
another match against the Sheik in May, but 
once again went down to defeat. Sheik and 
Brower then once again teamed up to defeat 
Bobo Brazil and Sailor Art Thomas. A June 
rematch resulted in a disqualification victory 
for Sheik and Brower. In July, Sheik again 
teamed with Brower to face Brazil and his 
new partner, Mark Lewin. The Brazil-Lewin 
combination battered the Sheik and Brower so 
badly that they were disqualified. 

In late July, the legendary battle between 
Bobo Brazil and The Sheik began, as their initial 
match went to a 60-minute draw. In the August 
rematch, Brazil was awarded the match on a 
disqualification. Late in August, Sheik defated 
Mark Lewin on a disqualification. Following 
this were two more matches in September, with 
the first so wild that both were disqualified. 
The third encounter saw The Sheik achieve 
victory in a Texas Death Match. 

In October, Sheik put away Sweet Daddy 
Siki and Chief White Owl, who went berserk 
during the match and was disqualified. 
November found young sensation Johnny 
Powers gain a match with the U.S. Champion. 
With little experience to call on, Powers met 
his match. On the following card, Powers got 
Brazil to team with him, but Sheik and partner 
Brower were victorious. 

The year closed with Powers and Brazil 
getting a hard fought win over Sheik and 
Brower. 
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Above: The Sheik’s dangerous “camel clutch” - his famed finishing hold for most of his career. 
Often, he would trap an opponent, secure a win, and not release the hold - frequently dis- 
qualified for his relentless pursuit of pain. Below: Another of the Sheik’s long-time foes, Mark 
Lewin. The two had numerous bloody battles at the Cobo Arena. 


1966 

1966 was to bring The Sheik some new 
opponents as his reptuation spread throughout 
the wrestling grapevine. New men came to 
town to share the wealth by facing the “crazy 
one.” 

January saw The Sheik and Brower take 
the measure of Brazil and Powers in a Texas 
Death Match. Once in January (and once in 
February), Argentine Apollo was to feel the 
wrath of the Syrian madman, as he failed to 
win the U.S. title. The Sheik left town for two 
shows, returning in mid-March to again defeat 
Johnny Powers. 

In April, Brazil and Lewin reunited, this 
time to face the wild team of The Sheik and 
Killer Karl Kox. Brazil and Lewin got out of 
hand and were disqualified. Later in April, 
Lewin and Sheik went to a one hour draw. 
There was no immediate rematch. Sheik then 
got himself disqualified in a short match 
against popular Cowboy Bob Ellis. 

In May, Sheik finally finally put Lewin 
to rest in a Texas Death Match. To start July, 
Johnny Powers was able to get Billy Red Lyons 
to team with him against the formidable team 
of Sheik and Brower, but the villains held on 
for a 45-minute draw. Later that month, Apollo 
returned but apparently hand’t learned his 
lesson the first time as he went down to defeat 
at the hands of the U.S. Champion. 

Lord Layton and Bobo Brazil then teamed 
up to defeat the Sheik and Dr. Bill Miller. Miller, 
who was Sheik’s new partner after Brower left 
the area, did not get along with the Syrian 
and the two ended up fighting each other. 
In September, Sheik and Bill Miller battled 
twice. The first match was stopped in the third 
fall due to blood. In the rematch, Miller was 
disqualified. 

In October, The Sheik took on another 
partner, Wild Bull Curry. Bill Miller teamed 
up with Mark Lewin, but Lewin and Miller 
got disqualified for fighting with each other. In 
late October, Brazil and Layton defeated Curry 
and Sheik. In November, Ed Carpentier faced 
the champion. Carpentier was an acrobatic 
sensation, but that didn’t faze The Sheik. 

The first November match resulted with 
both men out of control, the result being 
a “no contest.” The second saw The Sheik 
disqualified. In the third match, Carpentier 
demanded a LaSavat match, which was a 
French-style kick fighting match. The Sheik 
still prevailed. 

The second show in December brought 
The Sheik a new, unconventional opponent 
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— The Mighty Igor. Sheik had trouble with Igor 
and got himself disqualified to save his title. 

1967 

The Sheik did not appear at all in January, 
1967. Since Igor had given Sheik such a 
rough battle, he received two more chances 
in February, winning once by disqualification 
and losing by the same route. 

In March, Sheik teamed with Killer Karl 
Kox to defeat Brazil and Igor by disqualification. 
In the rematch, Sheik and Kox lost in the same 
fashion. In April, Bobo Brazil was given two 
chances. In the first match, Brazil battled Sheik 
tooth and nail for a full 60 minutes. Two weeks 
later, The Sheik again got disqualified. In May, 
The Sheik and Kox suffered a loss to Brazil and 
Big Ernie Ladd. This brought about a Sheik vs. 
Ladd match two weeks later. 

The Sheik pulled out all the stops against 
Ladd, and with an assist from weapons of 
assorted variety, Sheik was succesful against 
the “Big Cat.” 

In June, The Sheik beat Igor, as the Polish 
favorite went berserk and got the referee 
infuriated enough to disqualify him. In July, 
Chief White Owl fell once again, and Bobo 
Brazil followed with a disqualification win. 
Brazil proved it was no accident, as he won a 
Texas Death Match. Lord Layton was next, and 
a misplaced judo chop hit the referee, resulting 
in Layton’s disqualification. 

Lorenzo Parente, a little-known talent, was 
no problem in early September for The Sheik, 
but he worked hard two weeks later to defeat 
Mark Lewin. The third card in September saw 
Brazil teaming up with Flying Fred Curry to 
defeat The Sheik and pal Karl Kox. The match 
resulted in a split between Sheik and Kox, 
setting up the next card. 

The match between Sheik and Killer Karl 
Kox resulted in the use of the Sheik throwing 
fire into Kox’s face. In October, Sheik beat 
Fred Curry by disqualification. In November, 
Curry went down decisively. The giant Don 
Leo Jonathan proved to be a very formidable 
opponent and they struggled to a no contest. 

The only December card provided another 
one hour draw against Bobo Brazil. 

Early in 1967, The Sheik acquired the 
services of Abdullah Farouk. This man insured 
that defeat would not come to The Sheik 
without every possible angle covered by his 
adversaries. Abdullah Farouk was an expert 
at assisting Sheik with not only advice, but 
also provided Sheik with a legal way to hide 
weaopns from the referee. Farouk’s continual 
interference also provided distractions that 
allowed Sheik to recover from severe lashings 


at the hands of his opponents. 

1968 

1968 continued the More 
devestation at the hands of The Sheik was to 
come. Don Leo Jonathan got another match to 
begin the year, but suffered defeat as The Sheik 
worked his legs over, bringing the giant down 


trend. 


to size. Next came a man as wild as The Sheik 
— Wild Bull Curry. It ook three matches to end 
the feud. The first ended in a wild no-contest. 
The Sheik then won a Texas Death Match and 
then in a wild cage match, it was The Sheik 
who was victorious. 

The Sheik then took a few weeks off, but 
returned in late March to face The Oklahoma 
Kid, who surprised fans by resisting the wild 
Sheik, who ended up disqualified. In the 
rematch, The Sheik proved his abilities in a 
quick and easy. 

In May, The 
friend Baron Von Raschke teamed up to face 
Oklahoma Kid and Mark Lewin. Sheik and 
Raschke were disqualified. 


Sheik and new-found 


June began with Sheik once again teaming 
with the Baron, to face Wild Bull Curry and 
Bulldog Brower. Sheik and Raschke gained the 
victory via disqualification. The final card that 
month resulted in Lewin counted out after a 
savage beating by the Sheik. 

July was Lord Layton month. Layton 
won their first encounter by a disqualification. 
The second match, Layton left the ring to 
challenge Farouk and was counted out. Layton 
then conned The Sheik and Farouk to team 
up against himself and Bobo Brazil. It was a 
real comedy, with Layton and Brazil winning 
easily. 

In September, it was back to Brazil, as The 
Sheik once again was disqualified. Then ccame 
two wins over Bull Curry via disqualification, 
the second being a brutal and bloody chain 
match. 

The second October show featured a main 
event in which Igor and The Sheik battled to 
a no-contest. In the rematch, Sheik won out 
handily. Next came a surprisingly easy win 
over Bulldog Brower. 

The year ended with another titanic battle 
with Brazil. Once again, the result was “no 
contest” and The Sheik escaped another year 
without a defeat and still in possession of the 
U.S. belt. He proved by facing both “clean” 
and “dirty” wrestlers that he could bewat the 
best, regardless which rules they followed. The 
fans began to question if he would ever lose 
the title. 

1969 

Lord Layton was the first victim of 1969. 


“Giant Killer” Sheik defeated Andre the Gi- 
ant long before it was ever a thought in Hulk 
Hogan’s mind. 


Frequent partners but also combatants, Sheik 
was challenged by Abdullah the Butcher in 

a real battle of wildmen. This match ended 
fittingly with Abdullah getting burned by 
Sheik’s fire. 


Stan “The Man” Stasiak grimaces in pain as 
Sheik takes on all comers. 
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Terry Funk, who later in his career became 
nearly as wild as The Sheik. 


Layton was disqualified for going nuts in 
the ring after Sheik had carved him up with 
a pencil. Jesse “Bull” Ortega thought that his 
super-size and strength would overcome 
anything. He was wrong, as he was counted 
out of the ring, and in the rematch, ran into the 
ringpost after which Sheik fell on him for the 
1-2-3. 

Ed Carpentier received a punch in the 
throat that spelled disaster, and resulted in 
another victory in The Sheik’s record book. 
March and April brought three matches 
bgetween Sheik and Mark Lewin. The first 
was a gruelling one hour draw. The Sheik was 
disqualified in the second encounter, and the 
third match saw Sheik get a somewhat clear 
win, although Farouk supplied a chair for 
assistance. 

The second April card gave anew mana 
chance. Sensational Rocky Johnson gave The 
Sheik fits, and the first bout ended in a “no 
contest.” In the rematch, a clear decision was 
apparent as The Sheik secured a pin. 

In May, Sheik put away Dr. Jerry 
Graham, w ho was seconded by a valet 
named “Hamilton” who later became wrestler 
Rick Hamilton. Graham did not offer much 
competition for the Sheik. 

In June, a three match series with street 
fighter Thunderbolt Patterson resulted in hope 
for the fans that the Champion might finally 
go down to defeat. These were nothing but 
knock-down, drag-out affairs. The first was a 
“no contest,” the second match resulted in the 
referees losing control of both men — both were 


disqualified. The third match was a “Stretcher 
Death Match” in which The Sheik came out on 
top. 

Next came a single match with former 
amateur boxer and wrestler Danny Hodge, 
which resulted in yet another “no contest” 
decision. In August, it was a count-out over 
Igor, followed in a rematch win the same way. 
The third August card featured The Sheik 
winning a cage match. Igor’s manager, Ivan 
Kalmikoff then teamed up with Igor to battle 
The Sheik and Farouk. Igor and Kalmikoff 
emerged victorious. 

In October, Whipper Billy Watson, the 
Canadian great, was clobbered in the head by 
The Sheik, who won rather handily. Then came 
the legendary Lou Thesz, who did not prove to 
be a stiff opponent for Sheik, losing in less than 
six minutes. 


In November, The Sheik renewed his 
feud with Bobo Brazil. The two fought to a 
one hour draw. In a non-title rematch, Brazil 


Harley Race- NWA World Champion - fared 
no better than most against the Sheik. 


upset the Sheik with a victory, giving the 
fans hope. That hope evaporated when Brazil 
lost the subsequent title match that was in a 
cage. To end the year, Lord Athol Layton was 
disqualified in his quest for the U.S. title. 

Although another year had ended with 
The Sheik still in possession of the U.S. title, 
the loss to Brazil in the non-title match gave 
the fans hope that he could be beaten. 


1970 

To begin 1970, Lord Layton and The Sheik 
fought to a “no contest.” Layton then was 
defeated in a Texas Death Match. In February, 
Sheik faced Flying Fred Curry twice. In the first 
match, Sheik was disqualified, in the second, 
Curry was counted out. 

Haystacks Calhoun put his 600+ pounds 
against the champ in a four match series. 
Sheik and Calhoun each Isot one match by 
disqualification. The third match saw The Sheik 
defeat the poular native of Arkansas in a cage 
match. Calhoun then demanded an “Arkansas 
Death Match” in which The Sheik clobbered 
Calhoun with a piece of lumber to win. 

Wild Bull Curry then suffered two 
straight losses, one by count out, and then at 
his own specialty (a “Brass Knucks Match”). In 
June, Fred Curry was dropped in his attempt 
to avenge his father’s loss. Layton tried once 
again, the result being another “no contest.” 
Layton finally got a win on the second card of 
July, but it was by disqualification. 

Big Ernie Ladd got two chances, losing by 
disqualification and then a count out. Igor was 
beaten once again. October saaw The Sheik get 
disqualified against Brazil. 
Popular Mexican star Luis “Ariba” 
Martinez then gave the Sheik all he could handle 
as they fought to a 60-minute draw. In the two 
rematches in November, Sheik fought two 
terrific matches, once both men being knocked 
out cold in a Mexican Death Match, followed 
by The Sheik winning a Stretcher Death Match. 
In Decembmer, Sheik and manager Farouk lost 
to Layton and Martinez. The final show of the 
year saw Sheik eliminating one of his most 


Sheik tries to de-mask Mil Mascaras 
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serious challengers, Lord Layton, by throwing 


fire in his face and sending him out of the 
area. 

The year saw a number of Death Matches, 
Cage Matches and other special stipulations 
requested by opponents who had only one 
goal in mind -to defeat the champion. Nothing 
seemed to work. Nobody could get their hands 
on the belt. 

1971 

In 1971, big cowboy Tex McKenzie 
electrified the Cobo Arena audience with a 
three match series against the Sheik. The first 
match ended in a disqualification for the Sheik. 
The second was a “no contest” as the referee 
was injured. The third match, a Texas Death 
Match, resulted in both men unable to answer 
the ten count, resulting in no clear winner. 

Luis Martinez, who had been a recent 
very formidable opponent, went down to 
defeat in a Mexican Chain Match. In March, 
Flying Fred Curry lost via count out, the 
second card matched Sheik once again battled 
Tex McKenzie. McKenzie was disqualified in 
the match, and an April Texas Death Match 
between the two resulted in a win for the 
Sheik. 

The champ then faced a new opponent: 
Guy “Stomper” Mitchell. In a good match, 
Sheik won when Mitchell was counted out. In 
the rematch, Sheik was victorious in a Texas 
Death Match. 

In May, Bobo Brazil was awarded a title 
match. Brazil was uncontrollable, getting 
disqualified by the referee. Then it happened. 
To everyone’s amazement, on May 15, 1971, 
The Sheik was defeated by Bobo Brazil and 
lost his U.S. Heavyweight Championship belt. 
Bobo Brazil had finally topped the Sheik. Lord 


Layton was the special referee and gave The 
Sheik a rather fast three-count in a wild chain 
match. Layton paid dearly as The Sheik gave 
him a real beating in a “Texas Death Match.” 
Sheik then took several weeks off, returning in 
July to defeat Tex McKenzie in a “Loser Leaves 
Town” match. 

Once again, The Sheik mysteriously 
disappeared while Brazil defended the title 
against all comers. This time, he was absent for 
nearly two months. 

On September 18, he returned to team 
with Ernie Ladd to face Brazil and Fred Curry. 
The tag affair went to a “no contest.” In the 
rematch, Ladd and Sheik lost a Texas Death 
Match. 

The second show in October brought 
Sheik yet another strange opponent: Tiger Jeet 


Singh, from India. In an epic struggle, they 


both fought outside the ring and the result was 
a double disqualification. In the rematch one 
month later, The Sheik won a “Hindu Strap 
Match.” Thunderbolt Patterson was the next 
opponent to fall, as the Sheik seemed hell-bent 
on working his way back into the title picture. 

In late November, the Sheik began a series 
of matches with most of his previous tip foes. 
First he defeated Flying Fred Curry. Then Igor 
was beaten when he couldn’t beat the count 
to get back into the ring. In December, Sheik 
and Wild Bull Curry battled to a “no contest.” 
Sheik then got by Chief White Owl. The third 
December card saw Sheik whip Wild Bull 
Curry in a Texas Death Match. 

The year ended with the return of Tex 
McKenzie, who was counted out. 

1972 

1972 began with The Sheik teaming with 
another wild man, Pampero Firpo. Together, 
they faced Tex McKenzie and Wild Bull Curry 
in three matches. Curry and McKenzie were 


certainly an unlikely combination The first 
match got out of control and both siders were 
disqualified. This was followed by a Texas 
Death Match, which saw the referre injured, 
resulting again in a “no contest.” The first 
February show gave Curry & McKenzie a clear 
cut win in a cage battle. 

Bruno Sammartino was in for the second 
card in February. The result was a “no contest” 
decision. The third February card pitted 
popular Italian star Tony Marino against The 
Sheik, in which the Sheik won rather easily. 

In March, Bruno Sammartino was 
scheduled to return, but instead, it was Luis 
Martinez who substituted for the Italian 
strongman. The result was a one hour draw. 
The rematch resulted in a pin for the Sheik 
against the popular Mexican star. Martinez 
then teamed up with Wild Bull Curry to battle 
Sheik and Firpo to a win by disqualification. 
Firpo and The Sheik then lost a cage rematch. 

The Sheik then put away Guy “Stomper” 
Mitchell in two matches, the second a Texas 
Death Match. 

Firpo and The Sheik then teamed again, 
losing to The Stomper and Ben Justice on a 
disqualification. To close out May, The Sheik 
defeated Tex McKenzie in a Texas Death Chair 
Match. McKenzie then got Cowboy Bob Ellis 
to team up, but Firpo and Sheik were just too 
much for the cowboys. 

Tony Marino went crazy and got 
disqualified in the late-June extravangaza. 


Jacques Rougeau fought the Syrian sensation 
twice in French Death Matches — the first 


resulted in both men knocked out. Rougeau 
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fell in the second bout. 

Once again Marino tried, this time both 
were counted out on the floor. In a rematch, a 
“Sicilian Strap Match,” both men were again 
counted out on the floor. Finally, the Sheik got 
a decisive win in a “Stretcher Death Match.” 

Sheik and Firpo teamed up once again 
to best Lord Layton and Bobo Brazil via 
disqualification. Following this, Marino tried 
once again, unsuccessfully, to beat the Sheik. 

September ended with Lou Klien being 
carved to pieces, causing the referee to stop 
the match. Next, Sheik and equally-as-wild 
Pampero Firpo teamed yet again to defeat Bobo 
Brazil and The Mighty Igor. The match was 
stopped because of Igor’s excessive bleeding. 

Next came three more matches against 
Tex McKenzie. The first ended with both men 
being disqualified, the second was a “Rodeo 
Death Match,” the object being to tie your 
opponent with a rope. Sheik won that bout. 
Finally, the two squared off in an “Open Range 
Death Match,” — a bout with no ring ropes. 
Once again, The Sheik emerged victorious. 

December began with a count out victory 
against Dandy Dan Miller, and a vicious match 


against Johnny Valentine that resulted in both 
men being disqualified. 

On December 30, 1972, The Sheik finally 
regained the U.S. Heavyweight Championship 
by defeating Bobo Brazil. The special referee 
for the match was boxing legend Joe Louis. 

1973 

In 1973, the Eddie “The Brain” Creachman 
became the Sheik’s manager. Creachman 
had been managing such men as Killer Tim 
Brooks, but was elevated to manage the Sheik 
when Abdullah Farouk (Ernie Roth) moved to 
the East Coast and managed as “The Grand 
Wizard.” 

1973 began on a bad note for The Sheik. 
Bobo Brazil regained the U.S. title. However, 
Brazil’s second title reign was very short, as 
the Sheik regained the title on the January 27 
card. 

Johnny Valentine was next. Long a 
nemesis of the Sheik, and the man the Sheik 
originally defeated in 1965 to win the U.S. title, 
Valentine was the victim of the Sheik’s fire and 
was consequently put out of action as he went 
down to defeat. 

Next came a tremendous struggle with 


The Sheik uses his weapon and pokes Flying Fred Curry in the eye. They had many battles. 


Dory Funk Jr. The battle got out of hand, and 
both men were disqualified. 

March cards featured Luis Martinez 
(disqualified) then Bull Curry challenging the 
Sheik. Curry wore an asbestos mask to combat 
the Sheik’s fireballs, and the match ended in 
a wild no contest. The rematch had the same 
conditions, but both men ended up “knocked 
out” ina Texas Death Match. Finally, The Sheik 
defeated Curry in a Stretcher Death Match. 

Johnny Valentine returned, wearing the 
asbestos mask, but got himself disqualified. In 
the next match, the referee was injured and the 
match went to a no-contest. In the following 
cage match, both men went over the top of 
the cage together, hitting the floor at the same 
time, resulting in a draw. The next match was 
also in a cage, and The Sheik got a clear win. 

Valentine then enlisted the aid of Chief 
Jay Strongbow, who teamed with Valentine 
to battle The Sheik and Firpo. It was a 
decisive win for Strongbow and Valentine. 
Following this, Sheik was rematched with 
Valentine in a Stretcher Death Match, much 
to the surprise of all in attendance, Valentine 
defeated the Sheik to regain the title he had lost 
eight years prior. However, two weeks later, 
the wily Syrian regained his belt. 

The Sheik then took a few weeks off, 
returning in early August to beat Dory Funk 
Jr. via disqualification. It was then Chief 
Jay Strongbow who challenged the Sheik. 
Strongbow got a win as Sheik hit the referee 
and was disqualified. The follow-up saw Sheik 
get a decisive win in a No-DQ bout. 

Strongbow then requested two referees 
to keep the situation under control. Still, the 
popular Indian star was defeated. Once again, 
Strongbow demanded a “two refs” match, and 
had the Sheik’s manager, Eddie Creachman, 
put in a small cage at ringside. However, once 
again, the Sheik prevailed and Strongbow left 
town quickly. 

Bearcat Wright was next, but he was 
disqualified. With Lou Klien and a regular 
referee on hand, Sheik put Wright away once 
again. Next, Brazil got Wright to be a special 
referee, but Wright hit Brazil and gave The 
Sheik an easy win. 

Igor and Valentine then tamed to beat The 
Sheik and Firpo as the villains were counted 
out of the ring, fighting each other. This 
resulted in The Sheik vs. Firpo. 

1974 

The Sheik vs. Firpo feud continued as 
1974 began. The first January amtch resulted in 
the referee getting knocked out, which brought 
about a no-contest result. The next match had 
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three referrees to try and control the brawling, 
but once again, both men took their fight to 
the floor, resulting in a double count out. Next 
came a Texas Death Match. Both men were 
knocked out. A cage match finally resulted in 
the Sheik getting the win. 

In March, the surprising Tony Marino 
won the U.S. belt from the Sheik, but two 
weeks later, Sheik recovered it. 

The Mighty Igor tried next, with the first 
match resulting in Igor being counted out, the 
next match Sheik was counted out. The third 
match was a “Polish Death Match,” with the 
Sheik once again victorious. 

Igor then teamed with Dick the Bruiser 
while the Sheik enlisted the aid of Killer 
Brooks. The result was a count out against the 
Sheik and Brooks. Firpo returned again and 
was counted out against Sheik. 

June brought Ernie Ladd to challenge 
the Sheik. Ladd got a tainted win (via 
disqualification) against the champion. The 
rematch was won by the Sheik in a no count- 
out, no-DQ match. 

The Sheik again teamed with Brooks 
to beat Bruiser and Ladd. During the match, 
Sheik threw the fire to burn Ladd to send him 
packing. With Ladd out of the action, Brazil 
became Bruiser’s partner, defeating Sheik and 
Brooks in a cage match. 

With Bruiser as special referee, Andre the 
Giant became a new nemesis for the Sheik. 
Bruiser disqualified The Sheik for illegal use of 
weapons. Thus began the battle between The 
Sheik and Dick the Bruiser, a series of matches 
that took place in numerous venues, including 
Detroit, Indianapolis and Chicago. 

The first match in Detroit ended with both 
men disqualified. With Haystacks Calhoun 
refereeing the first rematch, the bout ended 
the same way. In a Strap Match, The Sheik got 
a win by disqualification. Next came a cage 
match, in which Ben Justice assisted the Sheik 
by preventing Bruiser from getting out of the 
cage, resulting in a win for the Sheik. 

Bruiser teamed with Luis Martinez to win 
by disqualification over the Sheik and Justice. 

November began with Flying Frenchman 
Sheik. 
Carpentier lost his temper and was disqualified 


Ed Carpentier challenging the 
for roughing the referee. Sheik then took a few 
weeks off, returning in late November and 
getting disqualified against Firpo. 

The first December show featured The 
Sheik and his manager Eddie Creachman 
against Dick the Bruiser and Pampero Firpo. 
Sheik and Creachman were successful in the 
match. 


The year ended with the arrival of a new 
“crazy man,” Abdullah the Butcher, teaming 
with the Sheik to battle Tex McKenzie and Igor. 
Special referee, Bull Curry, was instrumental in 
a win for McKenzie and Igor. 

1975 

The Sheik began 1975 by wiping out Tex 
McKenzie once again. Then Tex brought in 
Andre the Giant to partner with him against 
Sheik and Abdullah the Butcher. Lord Layton 
was brought in as special referee, but Sheik 
and Butcher took the easy way out and were 
disqualified. Layton than paid the price and 
ended up losing to the Sheik via countout. The 
Sheik then took some personal time off. 

After a two month hiatus, the Sheik 
returned to the ring in April to face challenger 
Pampero Firpo. Although Firpo had vowed 
to do in the Sheik, quite the opposite was the 
result, as the Sheik burned the “Wild Bull of 
the Pampas.” 

The first card in May started a vicious 
feud with Abdullah the Butcher. Their first 
encounter ended as usual, in a double- 
disqualification. Then, with two referees, a no 
contest, as both referees were injured. Finally, 
in a strap match, Sheik used his fireball to 
defeat the Sudanese madman. 

Firpo returned from his injury at the 
hands of the Sheik, and once again went down 
to defeat. Brazil then picked up a win via 
disqualification. 

In July, The Sheik was challenged by Tiger 
Jeet Singh in a “Hindu Mud Match.” The match 


was held in a ring filled with actual mud. Once 
again, the Sheik prevailed. 

The Sheik then faced another new 
challenger, “Hurricane” Hank James, who 
was a very poor opponent and an easy win for 
the champion. Even though James got Andre 
the Giant as a special referee, Sheik had little 
problems with James, although he took the 
DQ-way out. 

In August, Sheik teamed with Hawaiian 
star, King Curtis Iaukea. They were upset by 
Bobo Brazil and Mark Lewin. Pampero Firpo 
then returned to battle the Sheik in a “Coal 
Miner’s Glove Match.” This match featured 
a “loaded” glove placed on a pole. The first 
person to get the glove could use it on the 
opponent. Firpo still fared no better, losing 
once again. 

The Sheik then was involved in a tag 
match, teaming with Bulldog Don Kent against 
Lewin and Hank James. Lewin and James were 
successful in the match. 

September began a new feud, one of the 
bloodiest ever, with Mark Lewin. In the first 
encounter, both men were counted out of the 
ring. In the rematch, a one hour draw resulted. 
Having been on the edge of defeating the 
Sheik, Lewin demanded, and the commission 
granted, two more minutes. Lewin then won 
the U.S. Title, defeating the Sheik. 

The Sheik demanded, 
two rematches. He won the first match on a 


and received 


disqualification, the second match resulted in 
Sheik being counted out on the floor. The Sheik 


Tiger Jeet Singh challenged The Sheik to a “Hindu Mud Match” - The Sheik prevailed. 
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The Sheik vs. Pampero Firpo in another 
battle of wild men. 


put the title quest on hold while defeating 
Hank James and then Pampero Firpo. 

The final card of the year ended with 
The Sheik and Kent being disqualified against 
Lewin and Brazil. 

1976 

For the first time, The Sheik was a 
participant in a six-man tag team match to begin 
1976. Teaming with Don Kent and Abdullah 
the Butcher, the villains were disqualified 
against Brazil, Lewin and Chief Jay Strongbow. 
Two weeks later, Sheik and Strongbow went to 
a double count-out. The next show in January 
featured Lewin and Strongbow beating Kent 
and the Sheik on a DQ. 

In February, The Sheik challenged Lewin 
for the title in a “Loser Leaves Town” match. 
Lewin was the recipient of the Sheik’s fire, 
which also caught manager Eddie Creachman 
in the face. As a result of the fire, Lewin was 
counted out of the ring and consequently, lost 
the match and the title. 

The Sheik then took an unprecedented 
three months off, for the purposes of abdominal 
surgery. He returned on May 1, losing to Lewin 
on a DQ. On this same card, he also wrestled 
Bobo Brazil, the U.S. Champ, in a five-minute 
challenge match. Brazil as counted out on the 
floor, thus setting up a title match two weeks 
later. In the Texas Death rematch, Brazil bit the 
dust. The Sheik had won the belt back. 

Chief Jay Strongbow as next, and fell in 
an Indian Strap Match. Next came two straight 
Italian Death Matches 
Denucci, with Sheik winning both. Then, in a 
Death Match, Pampero Firpo handed the Sheik 
a defeat to win the U.S. title. Once again, the 


against Dominic 


Sheik had lost the U.S. title. 

In late June, Sheik put away Lewin 
decisively. A challenge from Andre the Giant 
reuslted in both being counted out of the ring. 

Thunderbolt Patterson retunred to take 
the Sheik to a no-contest decision in September. 
The Sheik and Bulldog Don Kent were again 
disqualified against Firpo and Hank James. 
Shek then took James down again. In the 
rematch, James got a DQ win. James then 
requested a boxing match, and the Sheik was 
seconded by the real Spoiler. In the fifth round, 
Sheik got into a fight with the Spoiler and was 
counted out of the ring. 

Sheik then was matched against the 
Spoiler and the masked man lost when he hti 
the referee. 

In November, The Sheik faced Tony 
Marino three times. Mairno won the first 
match via DQ. Sheik won the second in a Texas 
Death Match, and the third was Marino’s last 
match for awhile as The Sheik burned him 
with a fireball. 

December brought another victory 
against Hank James and Firpo being counted 
out against the Syrian sensation. 

1977 

Marino returned on the first 1977 card, 
and got by the Sheik ona DQ. Two weeks alter, 
The Sheik and Abdullah the Butcher defeated 
the team of Dick the Bruisr and Tony Marino. 
The Sheik missed the next show, then he and 
Butcher were disqualified against Bruiser and 
Dusty Rhodes. 

In March, Bobo Brazil was disqualified 
for hitting the referee. In a disputed pin, 
Brazil beat The Sheik in a rematch. Then, the 
Sheik faced a very young Gino Hernandez. 


Announcer Terry Sullivan and The Sheik. It 
wasn't safe to be around him even for Terry.. 


Hernandez had won the U.S. title belt from 
Don Kent on a televised match. The young 
Hernandez just didn’t have it as The Sheik 
punished him mercilessly and once again 
became U.S. Heavyweight Champion. 

Two weeks later, sensational Dusty 
Rhodes beat The Sheik on a DQ in a non-title 
match. With Bull Curry as special referee, 
two weeks later, Rhodes pinned the Sheik in 
another non-title bout. A third match saw 
Sheik win on a count-out. 

In May, Sheik beat Dick the Bruiser on 
a controversial count out on the floor. Then 
another win over Hank James, who not 
surprisingly, was no challenge for the Syrian. 
In a rematch, the referee was staioned on the 
floor, but James was still pinned in the bout. 

In June, Sheik was partnering with Don 
Kent against Moose Cholak in a handicap 
match. Cholak managed to win. Fritz Von Erich 
came to the Cobo Arena to challenge the Sheik, 
but lost in a Texas Death Match. Terry Funk 
was next, and with Calhoun as referee, Funk 
won on a DQ in an “I Quit” match. Sheik beat 
Funk unconscious to get a win by the referee 
rendering a decision. A month later, Dory Funk 
Jr. decided to get revenge for his brother, and 
The Sheik hit the referee, getting disqualified. 

In September, Sheik and Abdullah the 
Butcher faced the Funks in tag matches. 
Sheik and Butcher got disqualified in the first 
encounter, but in a “Taped Fists Texas Tornado 
Team Match,” the Funks couldn’t win. 

In October, The Sheik and Butcher put 
away Brute Bernard and Moose Cholak. Sheik 
and Butcher ended up fighting and faced 
each other two weeks later, with Sheik getting 
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disqualified. Sheik again teamed up with Don 
Kent and the twosome Isot to Cholak and 
Abdullah. 

In a Death Match, Sheik defeated Butcher 
by throwing powder into his eyes. The second 
November show saw Sheik defeating Crusher 
Verdue. 

Sheik worked only once in December, 
beating Chief Peter Maivia, who was counted 
out of the ring after being thrown to the floor. 

1978 

Sheik began 1978 with a long drawn out 
feud with Ox Baker. It seemed as if the two 
would never get it settled. It began calmly 
with The Sheik winning the first match. In a 
rematch, Baker got disqualified. Next followed 
a special 2-out-of-3-falls bout. Baker won the 
U.S. belt when Sheik couldn’t go on in the third 
fall. The Sheik got a rematch, and his manager 
interfered to help Sheik win. The commission 
ruled the belt “held up” - the winner to be 
decided in one final match. In the fifth match 
between the two, The Sheik won cleanly in a 
cage match. 

On March 18, The Sheik faced NWA 
World Champion, Harley Race. In a great 
battle, both men took their match to the floor, 
where it ended with both wrestlers counted 
out. Mexican sensation Mil Mascaras was next, 
and the masked legend had the Sheik on the 
run. Sheik was then disqualified. 

In mid-April, Terry Funk returned for 
another title shot. During the match, Eric the 
Red, who was ringside, tripped Funk and 
Sheik go the pin. Funk then teamed with Igor 
to beat Sheik and Eric (who was counted out). 

Igor then was moved into the main event 
against Sheik. In the first, the strongman was 
counted out, and then lost the following bout 
in a Stretcher Death Match. 

Then came a very strange series of events. 
The Sheik began challenging the very men he 
used to befriend. He even came to the aid of 
the clean wrestlers! 

In June, Sheik battled Don Kent on the 
floor resulting in a double count out. Then, in 
an unbelievable event, The Sheik teamed with 
his arch-nemesis Bobo Brazil. They worked 
well, beating Nelson Royal and Don Kent. 
Then the pair defeated Kent and Eric the Red. 
Following this was a six man tag match win 
(with partners Captain Ed George and Mark 
Lewin) over Kent, Stasiak and Nelson Royal. 

It was this match that resulted in a Sheik 
feud with Stan “Heart Punch” Stasiak. In the 
two August matches, the first battle went to 
a double-DQ, while Sheik won the second via 
yet another DQ. 


Young Gino Hernandez gives The Sheik a taste of his own medicine. 


Although Sheik had beaten Ox Baker 
earlier in the year to get his claim back on 
the belt, the commission had seen differently 
and The Sheik did not have possession of the 
belt from March to October. The original win 
against Baker was ruled a disputed finish, thus 
the U.S. title floated between several people 
during the eight months. 

The Sheik beat Stasiak in a cage match in 
September, then took some time off. When he 
returned in October, he defeated Terry Funk to 
regain the belt, with no questionable finish. He 
then teamed with arch-enemy Dick the Bruiser 
to pound out a count-out win over The Funks. 

Body builder Austin Idol was disqualified 
on the late November card. The year closed 
with the Sheik and Igor whipping Stasiak and 
Idol. 

1979 

The year 1979 began on New Year’s Day, 
as The Sheik burned Bulldog Don Kent. The 
rules stipulated that the loser must leave town. 
Sheik then teamed with Ed George to defeat 
Abdullah the Butcher and Pancho Via. This 
win came via count out, as Butcher got into a 
fight with Via. Sheik and George then beat Via 
and Dory Funk Jr. 

Randy Savage made an_ interesting 
opponent and The Sheik took the DQ way out. 
In the rematch, Sheik threw the fire and burned 
Savage’s stomach to win. 

Ox Baker then wrestled the Sheik to a 
sixty-minute draw. By now, Sheik was back 
to being public enemy number one in Detroit. 
The late April show saw Gino Hernandez 


getting his shoulders pinned. Then in May, 
in an effort to prove his greatness, the Sheik 
fought two men ina handicap match. Pampero 
Firpo and The Mighty Igor won, but couldn’t 
pin the Sheik, who was disqualified for hitting 
Igor with a chair. 

In June, The Sheik beat Igor in a Polish 
Death Match. Two weeks later, Flying Fred 
Curry was counted out of the ring. 

In July, fans got to pick the Sheik’s 
opponent at ringside. Mark Lewin was their 
choice, and it was a fifteen minute draw. 

In August, WWF Champion Bob Backlund 
defeated the wildman, as The Sheik left the 
ring and would not return. Nicoli Volkoff was 
no match to start September. Sheik followed 
that with a pin over Mark Lewin. 

In a “Disco vs. Rock & Roll” match, The 
Sheik, representing disco fans, burned Dick 
the Bruiser. Bruiser was counted out on the 
floor. In late October, Backlund returned for a 
rematch. Both men fought it out on the floor, 
resulting in a double count out. 

The Sheik’s year ended in November, as he 
defeated Ernie Ladd via DQ. Two weeks later, 
Gino Brito provided no trouble for Sheik. 

1980 

1980 would prove to be a fateful year 
for The Sheik and the Cobo Arena wrestling 
promotion. It began in January, with a tag team 
win (with partner Abdullah the Butcher) over 
Chief Jay Strongbow and Dory Funk Jr. 

In February, the two mat maniacs again 
teamed against Dory and brother Terry Funk. 
Two weeks later, on February 15, Sheik lost 
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to Southern gentleman Jerry Oates on a 
disqualification. 

March brought the return of the Funk 
Brothers to challenge Sheik and Butcher in 
a no-time-limit, no count-out, no DQ Texas 
Death Tag Team Match. In that encounter, 
Terry was pinned and the Funks went down to 
defeat. The Sheik continued his wild winning 
ways in March by defeating The Mighty Igor 
via disqualification. In a return bout, a special 
“Club Match” (contestant could use a club on 
the opponent), Igor was disqualified for hitting 
the referee with the club. 

April brought a considerable upset win 
by The Mighty Igor, who on the 12th in a 
“Club Cage Match,” won the bout and the U.S. 
Heavyweight Championship. 

The Sheik gained his revenge the following 
month, when on May 3, he regained the title in 
a cage bout against Igor. On May 24, the action 
moved to the Michigan State Fairgrounds, and 
Sheik had little trouble against the upstart 
challenger Big Red. 

In June, The Mighty Igor got his rematch 
for the title, and won the bout, but it was via 
disqualification, thus the title remained in the 
hands of the Sheik. 

On June 28, action returned to the Cobo 
Arena in downtown Detroit, for a giant tag 
team tournament. The Sheik and his partner, 
Killer Brooks, drew a bye in the first round 
of the tournament. In the second round, they 
faced and defeated the team of Ernie Ladd 
and Abdullah the Butcher. In the semi-final 
match of the tournament, Sheik & Brooks were 
defeated (by DQ) by Giant Baba and Jumbo 
Tsuruta. 

In August, Big Time Wrestling moved to 
the Detroit suburb of Lincoln Park, Michigan. 
The Sheik faced Chief Jay Strongbow. Their 
first meeting, a cage match, went to a no 
contest. Two weeks later, a stretcher match also 
resulted in “no contest.” 

In September, another stretcher match 
was held, with The Sheik the decisive winner 
of the event. September closed out with a loss 
to popular star Cowboy Frankie Laine (via 
DQ). 

October 4 found Laine once again 
matched against the Sheik, with the result in 
favor of the wildman in a “No Countout/No 
DQ” event. 

October 12 was a history making day in 
Detroit wrestling, as it was the final show held 
at the Cobo Arena. The scheduled main event 
was The Sheik vs. Bobo Brazil. Brazil had not 
worked the Cobo in over a year, and fans were 
ready for his return. When Brazil was a no- 


show (for whatever the reason), it ended up 
being The Sheik vs. Bob White (who he handily 
defeated). Because of Brazil’s non-appearance, 
and a less-than-formidable opponent in the 
main event, approximately 100 fans stormed 
the Cobo box office, demanding their money 
back. On the follow-up card, held October 25 
in Lincoln Park, The Sheik did not appear. 

The Sheik appeared only sporadically 
during the rest of 1980: On November 8, he 
defeated Laine once again in a Coalminer’s 
Glove Match. On November 22, he pinned the 
Cowboy clean in the middle. On December 27, 
he was disqualified against The Mighty Igor. 

1981 

In 1981, Big Time Wrestling continued 
to run shows at the Lincoln Park Community 
Center. The Sheik’s first appearance was on 
January 17, in which he was counted out of the 
ring against The Mighty Igor. 

On February 7, the uncontrollable George 
“The Animal” Steele (who had wrestled for 
years in Detroit as masked man ‘The Student’) 
challenged The Sheik. Their first bout ended 
up when the Animal being counted out. On 
February 24, again, Steele won via count-out. 

On March 28, George Steele faced the 
Sheik in a cage match and defeated him to win 
the U.S. Heavyweight Championship. 

The return match on April 4 saw a victory 
for Sheik, via countout, thus the title did not 
revert to the Sheik. However, two weeks later, 
April 25, Sheik defeated Steele to regain the 
US. belt. 


May 2 saw Thunderbolt Patterson 
disqualified, resulting in another win for the 
Sheik. A show scheduled for May 30 (Sheik vs. 
‘Mystery Opponent’) was cancelled. 

On June 20, The Sheik faced the Mighty 
Igor. The official results of this match are 
unknown. 

From June through October, The Sheik 
did not appear, and the promotion was 
renamed “National Championship Wrestling.” 
The Sheik did return on November 11 for his 
final appearance of 1981, easily defeating the 
challenge of Yukon John. 

1982-1993 

The glory days of Cobo Arena wrestling 
having faded, the Sheik traveled elsewhere, 
but did appear at several smaller arenas 
throughout the Detroit area during the 1980s, 
where he wrestled the likes of Luis Martinez, 
arch-rival Bobo Brazil, Mickey Doyle and 
Howard Steele. It is believed that his last 
Detroit area appearance was in 1993 at a small 
show promoted by Malcom Monroe. The Sheik 
was scheduled to face Abdullah the Butcher, 
who no-showed. Sheik ended up battling 
Malcom Monroe. By this time, Sheik was 
barely able to walk to the ring, and never got 
into the squared circle. The two immediately 
locked up, and within seconds, it was a typical 
Sheik match, both bleeding profusely, ending 
in a count out. After the match, The Sheik, 
in true form, moved uncontrollably through 
the crowd, sending even the by-now “smart 


marks” scattering in fear. 
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HISTORY OF THE by, 


UNITED STATES [Aian 
HEAVYWEIGHT CHAMPIONSHIP 


Ane 


The Sheik [5] 73/07/21 Detroit, MI 
Johnny Valentine [3] 73/22/2? 

The Sheik [6] 73/09/2? 

Tony Marino 74/03/02 Detroit, MI 
The Sheik [7] 74/03/16 Detroit, MI 
Bobo Brazil [7] 75/01/25 Detroit, MI * 


Awarded when Sheik misses title defenses. Sheik was legit. 
injured in Cincinnati, Ohio and unable to appear. 
Abdullah the Butcher 75/02/08 Detroit, MI 


Bobo Brazil [8] 75/04/19 Detroit, MI 
The Sheik [8] 75/07/05 Detroit, MI 
Mark Lewin 75/09/27 Detroit, MI 


Verne Gagne 53/09/03 Chicago, IL 

* Awarded. 

Wilbur Snyder 56/04/07 Chicago, IL 

Hans Schmidt 56/10/19 Chicago, IL 

Wilbur Snyder [2] 57/02/19 Chicago, IL The Sheik [9] 76/05/15 Detroit, MI 
Dick the Bruiser 57/12/14 Chicago, IL Pampero Firpo [3] 76/07/17 Detroit, MI 
Verne Gagne [2] 58/04/12 Chicago, IL Don Kent [2] 76/10/16 Detroit, MI 
Wilbur Snyder [3] 58/11/15 Chicago, IL Gino Hernandez 77/01/08 Detroit, MI 
Angelo Poffo 58/12/27 Cincinnati, OH The Sheik [10] 71/04/02 Detroit, MI 
Wilbur Snyder [4] 59/05/02 Detroit, MI Ox Baker 71/09/7? Detroit, MI 
Dick the Bruiser [2] 59/05/23 Detroit, MI The Sheik [11] 2/79/79 2? 
Bob Ellis 60/06/02 Windsor, ON Mighty Igor 2/79/79 2? 
Dick the Bruiser [3] 60/06/11 Detroit, MI The Sheik [12] 80/05/03 Detroit, MI 
Bobo Brazil 61/01/28 Detroit, MI 

Dick the Bruiser [4] 61/02/28 Detroit, MI r Promotion closes in 80/10; Sheik continued to carry and 
Fritz Von Erich 61/12/01 Detroit, MI defend the belt for the remainder of his career. 

Wilbur Snyder [5] Early 62? Denver, CO? 

(Possible “phantom” title change) Don Kent 75/11/01 Detroit, MI 

Dick the Bruiser [5] 62/06/02 Detroit, MI Mark Lewin [2] 75/12/22 

Lord Athol Layton 62/08/04 * * Declared vacant on 76/02/14. 

Fritz Von Erich [2] 63/06/08 Detroit, MI Bobo Brazil [9] 76/04/21 

Lord Athol Layton [2] 63/07/20 Detroit, MI * Awarded when tournament final against Brute Bernard is 

Fritz Von Erich [3] 63/10/19 Detroit, MI cancelled due to “injury” to Bernard. 

Johnny Valentine 64/06/13 Detroit, MI 

The Sheik 65/02/06 Detroit, MI 

Bobo Brazil [2] 67/08/ 

The Sheik [2] 67/10/ 

Bobo Brazil [3] 71/07/29 Detroit, MI 

Pampero Firpo 72/08/12 Detroit, MI 

Bobo Brazil [4] 72/08/19 Detroit, MI 

Pampero Firpo [2] 72/10/28 Detroit, MI 

Bobo Brazil [5] 72/12/23 Detroit, MI 

The Sheik [3] 72/12/30 Detroit, MI 

Bobo Brazil [6] 73/01/13 Detroit, MI 

The Sheik [4] 73/01/27 Detroit, MI 


Johnny Valentine [2] 73/07/07 Detroit, MI 
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SHEIK LOSES UNITED STATES TITLE 


Thousands of wrestling fans 
were given the thrill of a lifetime on 
Saturday, May 29, 1971. 

At 10:10 of the featured main 
event, Bobo Brazil defeated The Sheik 
to become the new United States 
Champion. 

The Sheik, who won the title in 
1965 by defeating Johnny Valentine, 
has been a bothersome character to 
Bobo many times. The wild man even 
threw his fire at Bobo and injured him 
badly. 

But now his reign of terror is over. 
The match was held under “Death 
Match” rules, and each man was 
chained to the other at the ankles. 

Brazil, not wanting The Sheik to 
get away, not only demanded the 
chain match, but cleverly manipulated 


a special referee into the match — Lord 
Athol Layton. 

After The Sheik finished his 
prayer ritual, he refused to cooperate 
when the referee was attempting to 
place the chain on his ankle. A quick 
coco-butt by Brazil sent him reeling 
to the mat. The chain was hastily 
fastened by Lord Layton. 

The Sheik then recovered, 
grabbed the chain and choked Brazil. 
Bobo got up at the eight count, but 
it was very evident that the choking 
had taken quite a bit out of him. It 
seemed that The Sheik had the edge. 
Bobo then came back with several 
coco-butts and The Sheik began 
bleeding profusely. 

Brazil worked on The Sheik’s 
opened wound, hitting it, coco-butting 
it, gouging it and doing everything in 
his power to try and win. The Sheik 


went down several times, only to et 
up at the count of 8 or 9. 

The battle turned several times. 
Despite the loss of blood, The Sheik 
was able to get Brazil down for the 8 
and 9 count several times. The maniac 
from Syria almost had Bobo defeated 
several times and the crowd began 
screaming, “C’mon, Bobo!” 

More heated exchanges between 
the two followed. The Sheik’s head 
was sopping with blood, and he was 
checked several times to see if the 
match could continue. 

Near the end of the match, The 
Sheik put Brazil in a camel clutch, 
using the chain as leverage. The 
Sheik could have won right there, but 
he refused to get off Brazil. Referee 
Layton could not get The Sheik to 
budge, thus could not initiate the 
10-count necessary to win the bout. 


By the time The Sheik got off Bobo, 
Brazil had recovered. 

Coming off the ropes later in the 
match, Bobo hit The Sheik and both 
men went down. Lord Layton began 
counting. Bobo got up, but The Sheik 
did not. Layton counted, “...8 ...9 
...10!” and the crowd in Cobo Arena 
went wild. 

Bobo Brazil resceived the coveted 
U.S. Title Belt and was carried out of 
the ring on the shoulders of other 
wrestlers. 

Meanwhile, back in the ring, The 
Sheik recovered and attacked Lord 
Layton. He then left the ring, leaving 
Layton on the mat. 


The Sheik is mad because he 
claims Layton put in a fast count on 


him. Layton insists that had he not 
counted at the rate he did, The Sheik 
would have bled to death. Who is 
right? 


We don’t know, but we do now 
know that at last a man has finally 
taken the belt away from The Sheik. 

Bobo Brazil is the United States 
Heavyweight Champion. 
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The Sheik is liked by few people. 
Over his years as a cruel matman, he 
has made many enemies. Perhaps the 
man who dislikes the Syrian the most 
is the former W.W.W.F. champion, the 
one and only Bruno Sammartino. 

During Bruno’s_ reign as 
champion, he had several encounters 
with The Sheik, wild and bloody 
affairs the ended without a true 
winner, with no man really gaining 
the upper hand. The war between 
Sammartino and The Sheik continued 
after Bruno lost the title, and still 
there was no real victor between the 
men. Recently, the feud between these 
two mat stars was renewed when the 
sneaky Syrian deliberately injured 
Bruno by throwing his dreaded fire. 
This action put Bruno out of action. 
While Bruno was sidelined, The Sheik 
damaged Sammartino’s good friend, 
Dom Denucci, cutting him open with 
a weapon then finishing him off with 
brass knuckles. 


HERE’S WHAT THE SHEIK DID TO 
DOMENIC DENUCCI - CUT HIM 
OPEN WITH A WEAPON 


BRUNO: “1 WANT THE 
SHEIK S0 BAD I CAN 


TASTE IT” 


AS TOLD TO JAY EABO 


Thus, when Bruno Sammartino 
gets his chance to meet The Sheik, he 
wants to make it the very last time the 
two men step into the same squared 
circle. “The Sheik has gone too far,” 
says Bruno. “A man like this cannot 
be allowed to remain in the sport. He 
does not belong in a wrestling ring, 
he belongs in a zoo, because he is an 
animal. He will stop at nothing, and I 
can tell you, I want to defeat this man 
so bad, I can taste it. Not only defeat 
The Sheik, that would be letting him 
off too easy, no, I want to put him 
out of wrestling for good. I want to 
see that he gets everything he has 
handed out, the man must be taught 
the meaning of the word ‘fear.’ The 
Sheik is no easy opponent, to be sure, 
but I’m going into the ring against 
him with every intention of giving 
the man the beating of his life.” 

These are strong words coming 
from the normally gentle Bruno 
Sammartino. However, it is easy 
to see why Bruno is 
so upset. The Sheik 
has been a thorn in 
Bruno’s side, and his 
terror tactics have 
only added fuel to the 
flames of hatred. “Our 
paths have crossed 
before. The man is 
only closer to the end 
of his wrestling career 
when he gets into 
the ring against me. 
I cannot rest and will 
not rest until it is The 


Sheik on the canvas, bleeding from 
the wounds I'll put on his head. If 
his puny little manager, The Brain, or 
whatever he calls himself, tries to get 
in my way just one time, he will be 
put out of business as well. I’m not 
going to take this kind of treatment 
The Sheik is handing out any longer. 
The man will be hurt, and hurt badly. 
I guarantee it!” 

When Bruno Sammartino and 
The Sheik meet in the ring, the 
explosion will be heard around the 
wrestling world. The hatred is high, 
the fuse is short... it’s bound to 


become one of wrestling’s all-time 
classic confrontations. 
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RAY 
STEVENS 


Classofthe Class 
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The late Ray Stevens is often cited 
by his peers, past and present, as one 
of the alltime great in-ring generals. 
Few know however, that his 
long-suffering wife, female wrestler 
Terese Thies(also sadly deceased) 
trained and broke him into the 
business in Memphis when he was 
still a teenager in love with this rough 
and tough, slightly older woman. 
“I never had to suffer any Nick 
Gulus paydays, because everyone 
paid crap back then,” Ray said on 
a to my syndicated “Canvas Cavity” 
TV show. “No one paid good, but I 
was just happy to be allowed in the 
ring, and they told me that I seemed 
to be a natural... that I had a good 
look.” 
Many Stevens experts fully know 


Above: Ray Stevens vents to legendary S.F. 
announcer Hank Renner. (Photo: Viktor 
Berry). Left: Stevens and partner Pat Patter- 
son wore tag team gold. Right: Stevens was 
considered by many the epitome of a complete 
pro wrestler. (Photos: Dr. Mike Lano) 
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aggressive use of television and the 
media to promote his events and also 
begin booking his cards at the then 
state-of-the-art beautiful Cow Palace 
Arena, which was the jewel of the 
Bay Area in the early 60’s. Joe had 
long promoted with the aid of former 
NWA world junior champion John 
Swenski who later became Shire’s 
“policeman” and Shire allowed him 
to promote the very successful (and 
always sold-out) San Jose Civic 
Auditorium. 

Ray had a great friendship with 
Swenski as well as Shire’s other 
affiliate promoters like Louie Miller 
in Oakland and other Shire affiliate 
areas like Reno and Tahoe. 

Ray used to insist that Shire 
also basically owned Hawaii and 
that Ed Francis and Lord James 
“Tallyho” Blears ran this thriving 
Honolulu territory for Shire. Stevens 
loved working the Honolulu Int'l 
Center(HIC) on trips back and forth 
to Japan “because it was full of the 
world’s greatest talent just stopping 
over for a show and to soak up the 
sun on Waikiki. That’s where Pepper 
Gomez met his first wife, before the 
love of his life-Bonnie. Teresa and 
I loved coming over and working 
Honolulu and seeing Tally Ho who 
took good care of all of us.” 

Early on, Ray was in mixed tags 
in the few areas that allowed them, 
with Terese who he soon married(one 
of the ceremonies was an in-ring 
attention getter). Their kids were 
a bevy of boys and girls with one 
named Roy after Shire, and Laura 
becoming a lady pro wrestler herself 
for a time. Laura’s promos, with her 
raspy voice, are remarkably similar 
to her famous father’s unmistakable 
voice. 

“Yeah, I smoke and have too 
many beers and drive my doctors 
crazy. But that’s me and the way I’ve 
always been. I’m not about to quit 
now.” That was Ray at the “This Is 
Your Life, Ray Stevens” show we did 
for him. 

Just a year before we lost him, 
Ray maybe had a premonition that 
he wasn’t long for life’s ring so he 
began hitting allt he reunions he 
hadn’t made time for before; and 
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said “I have the time of my life seeing 
all the people in this business I love 
and lost touch with. I just saw Don 
Fargo at the Fields Family Reunion 
in Mississipi and Buddy Colt and 
so many others. I’ve been to Dean 
Silverstone’s Reunion in Seattle and 
got to talk to Kiniski on the phone 
there. And I’m going back to my 
second Cauliflower Alley Club 
meeting in Studio City where I see 
everyone-Tolos, Walter Kowalski, 
Jerry Graham, Lou Thesz, you name 
it and they’re there. That’s what I 
consider my family.” 

TIl never forget one of the very 
few times Ray came into the Los 
Angeles Cal Eaton/ Davies /Lebell 
territory for a brief blonde heel vs. 
heel feud with L.A. kingpin Freddie 
Blassie and later circa 1968 to aid in 
the Lebell vs.d Verne Gagne territorial 


Ray Stevens gets the cheers against hated German wrestler Waldo Von Erich. 


feud there. Sam Muchnick and other 
promoters sent literally every piece 
of talent on the planet to help Lebell 
at the Olympic combat Verne at the 
L.A. Forum. “That was some time, I 
never saw so many big names as I 
did that night!” commented Stevens 
in 1992. 

Ray Stevens headlined literally 
everywhere. Certainly his home 
base until a fallout over pay with 
Shire was San Francisco. Ray had 
main events from nearly day one 
in a town previously used to the 
Sharpe Brothers, Kiniski and Blears, 
Bockwinkel and many “big men” 
and tag teams. Shire and Stevens 
were more normal-sized and so Shire 
positioned Ray to be the top heel. The 
move led to every 3-4 week sellouts 
in excess of 12,000+ at the Cow 
Palace thru most of the 1960s, until 
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Ray was finally turned which led to 
even more sellouts in San Francisco 
and throughout Shire’s Bay Area 
territory network. 

While Ray had feuds the right 
way (multiple matchups) as a 
heel with Pepper Gomez, Bearcat 
Wright, Bobo Brazil, Ed Carpentier, 
Jose Lothario, Peter Maivia, Rocky 
Johnson and others, as a face he 
began battling the likes of Dr. Big Bill 
Miller “who’s like a brother to me. 
We talk on the phone at least once 
a week to this day and he’s always 
been a man I respect and would 
trust my life with.” Stevens also 
battled Stan Stasiak, Pampero Firpo, 
Kenji Shibuya and Mr. Saito, and of 
course the heir apparent transplant 
from Don Owens’ Portland territory 
- Pat Patterson (who is rumored to 
have begun under Morris Siegel in 
Houston prior to his “Lord Patrick” 
persona). Pepper Martin and the 
original Paul Diamond (who owns 
the Jew and Gentile deli in Silicone 
Valley) both lay claim as having 
recommended Patterson to Shire after 
seeing his work for the legendary 
Owen. 

After Ray bolted Shire for the 
AWA and the amazing history he had 
there (remember, Ray wasn’t 100% 
from his two motorcycle accidents, 
one of which put the kabosh on a 
planned sold-out Candlestick Park 
1963 main event title match with 
Pepper Gomez) he traveled to Japan 
for some IWE tours, Honolulu, for 
a historic tag match pitting he and 
Bockwinkel against then WWWF 
champ Pedro Morales and Sheik’s 
then U.S. Champ Bobo Brazil and a 
return trip back to MSG and WWWF 
in 1973 for Vince McMahon Sr. 
where he often teamed with Lonnie 
Mayne and Fred Blassie. Of course 
he did the Florida (Eddie Graham), 
Atlanta (Paul Jones, Fred Ward) tours 
later ending up in Charlotte where 
literally everyone was in it’s hotbed 
rebirth after Johnny Valentine took 
over the reigns before his crippling 
plane accident. 

Returning to WWF and having 
feuds with Jimmy Snuka and others 
allowed him “the greatest pleasure 
of my life at the time. I got to hang 


Nick Bockwinkel and Ray Stevens - the team that AWA fans loved to hate. 


around with men I respect and love 
and hear stories from Buddy Rogers, 
Freddie Blassie, Ernie Roth, Lou 
Albano; it almost felt like home there 
in the early ‘80s since Pat (Patterson) 
helped get Maivia, Rocky Johnson 
and others there. With Pedro and 
Muraco, I could swear it was San 
Francisco all over again!” 

After leaving the business, Ray 
moved back to Minnesota in the early 
1990s, doing some plumbing and 
steamfitter work. He began having 
heart and lung problems. 

Although he’d split with Terese, 
they remained close friends and 
parents to their kids and Terese took 
in Ray’s son and daughter from 
another brief marriage of his. She 
wanted Ray to move back home to 
Hayward, CA to be near Stanford 
University Hospital where she’d 
later dutifully drive him for his heart 
surgery and near-daily checkups. 

The hours before he died Terese, 
who herself passed away two years 
after Stevens died, remarked “I had 
to keep watch of Ray because he’d 
sneak out for a cigarette and a beer 
with the boys, not following the 
doctors orders who’d worked so hard 
to get him out of pain and keep him 
alive. When I couldn’t find him, I’d 
send Alexis Smirnoff (ex-wrestling 


heel who’d become best buds with 
Ray towards the end of Ray’s life) to 
the bar and my first hunch was right. 
That’s where he was. He went to bed 
later and never woke up.” 

Any time an expert picks 
the greatest in-ring working pro 
wrestlers, Ray Stevens is always 
included. The biggest compliment to 
Ray came just after he died from the 
legendary Lou Thesz, who said “Ray 
and Buddy Rogers were the best pro 
wrestler, non-hooker, nonshooters 
I’ve ever seen. They were naturals in 
every department and facet.” 

Ray Stevens left his mark on 
the West Coast, Japan, AWA, Mid- 
atlantic, The South, and certainly the 
WWWE/ WWE and Canada. “I didn’t 
like Winnipeg too much because 
Tomko was always funny on the 
money. But we had to work there, so 
we went. The winters and the drives 
were a bitch. The same could be said 
for Chicago, but we just loved Bob 
Luce and the Amphitheatre crowd 
and would do anything for him. 
The fans there were great, but I had 
a lot of clothes and cars ruined there, 
maybe more so than any where else 
in the world I worked.” 

It’s been a great life, and I 
wouldn’t have changed a thing.” 
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Canadian Legends And Fans Turn Out For Book Signing - by Greg Oliver 


To quote the oft-used Lou Gehrig speech... “today, I consider myself the 
luckiest man on Earth...” 

That’s exactly how I felt on Thursday, March 6th at the launch of my 
book, The Pro Wrestling Hall of Fame: The Canadians. 

The turnout of old-time wrestlers was unbelievable, and I was in awe 
the whole time -- they came out for me! The whole evening at Big Anthony’s, 
Tony Parisi’s old restaurant in Niagara Falls, was magical, and it turned into 
a mini-reunion of sorts. Everyone agreed that it should be a more regular 
event. 

Here’s a list of some of the wrestling-related people who were there: 

e Angelo ‘King Kong’ Mosca: As big as ever, with an even bigger grin 

e Billy Red Lyons: He may have slowed down some, and requires a 
cane, but there’s no mistaking the voice. Red definitely still has a presence. 

e Johnny Powers: Probably the hardest to recognize of the bunch 
simply because he’s completely bald. A nice, quiet guy who was a surprise 
attendee. 

e Waldo von Erich: ‘Uncle’ Waldo loves to tell stories. According to the 
Niagara Falls Review newspaper story, he was ‘shamelessly’ promoting his 
latest exercise equipment all night. But we know he was enjoying seeing old 
friends too. 

e Wolfman Willie Farkus: A super-nice guy, though no one is completely 
sure what he’s saying. Now if we only spoke Hungarian... 

e Dewey Robertson: Thankfully he was more Dewey, as less Missing 
Link at the bash. 

e Hurricane Smith: This was my first time meeting the big man, who 
worked with his twin brother Cyclone in the ‘50s. 

e Ernie Moore: He worked as the Executioner out of Hamilton and was 
there throughout the writing experience for me. 

e Frank ‘Scotty’ Thompson: The elder of the group at 81. He seemed to 
have a grand time even though his career as “a carpenter’s carpenter” pre- 
dated many in attendance. 

e Big Mac: An Ontario mainstay, and a long-time friend. There wouldn't 
have been a book if not for the kindness of Mac and his wife Alma over the 
years. 

e Alex Girard: He’s best known as Alexander the Great around southern 
Ontario. 

¢ Bullwhip Danny Johnson: Danny’s always a fun guy, and he kidded 
me about not getting a photo in the book (maybe next edition!). He did get to 
talk about the movie Blood & Guts in my book. 

e Chuck Molnar: Again, a guy who didn’t work all that long in the 
business, but it was nice to finally meet him after numerous email exchanges 
over the years. 

e Rachel Dubois: Daughter of Wildman Dave McKigney, who worked 
about five years in the early ‘70s. Her brother Conrad, who helped promote 
Bearman shows, was there too. 

e Bob Clarke: Hamilton promoter over the years. 

e Bob Hodgson: Former mayor of Stoney Creek, and son of Jack 
Wentworth, legendary Hamilton trainer. 

e Clara & Ida Parisi: The Cannonball’s widow and daughter were our 
hosts, both in their family Inn and at the restaurant (which is now run by a 
super guy named Cam, who made sure no one ran out of food). 

e Kathy Terry & Paige Sutherland: The widow and daughter of Kurt 
von Hess enjoyed seeing many old friends 

e The Cassibo family: My book is dedicated to their dad, Wayne 
Cashman, who was an Ontario ref for years and an early supporter of my 
work. 

e Ontario refs Harry D and Robb the Ref: There’s no party -- or matches 
-- without the refs, eh! 

Add to this mix some hardcore fans, a few of my friends, family and 
former subscribers to my old Canadian Wrestling Report newsletter. 

The only thing that could have topped it, in my opinion, would have 
been to have had my old friend Terry Dart there. 

Allin all, the whole night went so well that ECW Press is coming around 
to the idea of having another book launch in Montreal. Maybe I'll see you 
there! 

PHOTOS BY MEREDITH RENWICK 


Ernie ‘The Executioner’ Moore, left, Chuck Molnar, 
and Frank ‘Scotty’ Thompson relax at the launch party. 


Dewey Robertson (aka The Missing Link) with author 
Greg Oliver and Bob Grimbly (aka Hurricane Smith). 


Greg Oliver with Billy Red Lyons and his editor, Mi- 
chael Holmes. Photo - Amy Logan. 


Angelo Mosca, Rachel Dubois, Johnny Powers, Willie 
“Wolfman” Farkus. 
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RACHEL DUBOIS, 


CONRAD GARGUS... 


AND A FEW FURRED 
FRIENDS 


A 


IP 


GROWING UP WITH, 
THE BEARMAN 


by Greg Oliver 


‘The Canadian Wildman’ Dave McKigney, at first glance, is 
probably about as far away from a conventional father figure as you 
can get. A nomad wrestler, traveling from town to town, with his 
best friend, a bear named Terrible Ted, in tow. 

In Edmonton, in the early 1960s, McKigney hit the Stampede 
Wrestling territory, one of the few in Canada that promoted 
throughout the winter. He loved working for Stu Hart, with his 
crew of hearty souls, plus it kept Terrible Ted from hibernating. A 
striking blonde caught his attention one day, as she tagged along 
with her military husband who wanted to be a wrestler. 

McKigney saw opportunity where others may have seen none. 
He invited the couple to visit him in Ontario for some basic training, 
with visions of the blonde, Lee Gargus, dancing through his head. 
Little did he know that Lee also had the same ulterior motive in mind. 
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Leaving her young son and daughter 
in the care of their grandparents in 
Edmonton, Lee made the leap into 
McKigney’s life and terminated her 
previous relationship. 

Soon she was thrown headfirst 
into the wacky wrestling world. 
Whipper Watson and Ron Doner were 
McKigney’s best men at the wedding. 
Terrible Ted lived in a cage outside 
their Aurora, Ontario home, about 30 
minutes north of Toronto. Wrestlers 
of all shapes and sizes would come by 
the house for fun, food and friendship 
as McKigney promoted small shows 
around Ontario. 

Lee’s two kids, Conrad and 
Rachael, started coming to Ontario 
on the train at holidays and each 
summer when they were ten and 
seven, respectively. Their mother had 
divorced their father when they were 
only three and one, so all of a sudden, 
their mother had found someone to 
share her life with permanently. And 
they had finally found a father. 

“He was my dad. We never 
even said step-dad. It was Dad, Dad, 
Dad,” said Conrad Gargus, who’s 51 
now. “We still call him Dad, to this 
day. To anyone who saw us, I was 
the Bearman’s son.” (McKigney had 
one more son, Dave Jr., from a later 
relationship.) 

His sister Rachael would tutor 


Rachel sends Mary Jane Mull flying in this 
Detroit match. (Photo - J.C. Kruxx) 


under McKigney and become the 
wrestler Rachel Dubois (aka Racquel 
Dubois) during her teen years. “Before 
he trained me, I used to go running 
with him all the time,” Rachael said. 
“Ron Doner and all his other friends 
would come, and we’d go running 
through the bush, through the trails.” 
McKigney’s weight-room was on 
his backyard patio, where Terrible 
Ted could watch the sweating and 
grunting. 

“I learned when the ring was set 
up at the bottom of the hill, and at the 
matches, a lot of times people would 
practice before the show started. 
There would be a few hours there 
with nobody around where we could 
practice,” she said. 

A short while later, McKigney 
had four women wrestlers booked for 
a tour, and only three showed up. He 
turned to his 15-year-old daughter, 
Rachael, in a time of need for a show 
in London, Ontario. “I did not like 
it one little bit. I thought there’s no 
way I’m going to get up in front of all 
those people and wrestle. I had to be 
talked into it. But you’re a 15-year-old 
teenager. That just was not a popular 
thing to do back then.” Her first 
match was a man-woman tag bout 
with her father against Beverly Shade 
and Willie ‘The Wolfman’ Farkus. 

Conrad, who would work in the 
promotional end himself, was not 
surprised at his sister’s foray into 
wrestling. “She was big for her age, 
very developed. You know how there 
are 15-year-olds who look twenty 
now? That was her.” 

Rachael worked the rest of that 
summer for her father, then returned 
to high school in Aurora, having 
moved from Edmonton permanently 
for Grade 10. The next summer, the 5- 
foot-4 beauty laced on the boots again 
and set young male hearts racing both 
in Ontario, and on tours with her dad 
down into the Indianapolis territory. 
The time together was special to 
both of them. “My dad was really 
proud of me. We used to come home 
on a weekend or whatever. We’d be 
doing our laundry, and I'd go to the 
drug store and see all the wrestling 
magazines. And I was in them all. 
I'd come home and show dad, and 


he'd say, ‘Look, you're just my little 
star!’” 

Of course, Rachael was still a 
teenager, and it was only natural to 
want to seek out her own path. One 
summer, her dad had booked her into 
Johnny Powers’ NWF promotion in 
Buffalo, but she decided to accept an 
invitation from her longtime friend 
Phil Watson, aka Whipper Jr., who 
was promoting in Winnipeg. “My dad 
was NOT very pleased with that,” she 
said with a chuckle. “I wrote my dad 
a letter when I got there. Don’t forget 
that I’m still a teenager here!” 

Winnipeg stands out for the place 
that she stayed, more than anything. 
“We lived in an old warehouse. You 
had to walk up six flights of stairs, 
and we rented it. Everyone had their 
own section. I had my own room. 
Communal kitchen. The muscles on 
my legs by the time we left!” 

Over the next few summers, 
usually billed as the Canadian 
Women’s Champion, she continued 
to tour around Ontario, as well as 
work The Sheik’s Detroit promotion, 
where she first got a handle on doing 
TV interviews, Buffalo's NWF, Dean 
Silverstone’s Seattle promotion, 


and Bruiser’s Indianapolis shows. 
Rachael even ventured down south 
with Watson Jr. for an aborted gig 
with Ann Gunkel in Georgia, which 
was run by Tom Renesto at the time. 

The southern territory was a low- 
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point. “The worst part of my career? 
Paduca, Kentucky. Drive five hours 
to there for a match for 25 bucks. 
Drive five hours back. I had a car 
then, so I could charge for trans, for 
gas money.” Not yet out of her teens, 
wrestling was able to buy Rachael a 
brand new 1973 Ford Grand Tourino, 
right off wrestler/car dealer Ron 
Doner’s car lot. “I called my dad. ‘I’m 
coming home. Can you send me the 
license stickers?’ That was the year, 
instead of a new plate, you put a 
sticker. So I drove back, by myself ... 
with a fake sticker that I put together 
with red nail polish!” (Realizing her 
admittance of a youthful crime, she 
jokingly asks not to have it written 
up.) 

Rachel Dubois wrestled many of 
the well-known women of the early 
‘70s, but never faced The Fabulous 
Moolah. Her favorite opponent 
was Beverly Shade because of her 
experience. But bouts with the heelish 
Carmen Monge are more memorable 
for her. “Carmen Monge was a lot 
more active. She was a Mexican 
spitfire.” 


Wrestling in front of the 


hometown crowds was always fun, 
as well. “Dad’s birthday was on June 
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Rachel dropkicks opponent Mary Jane Mull. (Photo - Brian Bukantis) 


Rachel didn’t have the experience of veteran Mary Jane Mull, but the two tore the house down 
when they met at Detroit’s Olympia Stadium. (Photo - Brian Bukantis) 


9th,” Rachael said. “He'd always 
book wrestling in Newmarket around 
June the 9th. And we always had a 
big party. I used to throw a surprise 
party for him every year. Wrestling in 
your hometown is neat.” 

Her last match was September 
8, 1974, against Mary Jane Mull. She 
can recall it with ease because it was 
her first, and last, match at Toronto’s 
legendary Maple Leaf Gardens. “I 
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got tired of traveling. I lived out of 
a suitcase ... everything you own is 
with you.” 

Women’s wrestling didn’t have 
a great reputation in 1974, either. 
“Wrestling was taking a downturn 
at that time. And also, it was about 
the same time that bars had mud 
wrestling. You met somebody new, 
and you said you were a wrestler, 
‘Oh, what bar are you in?’ Very, very 
negative connotations in that era.” 

Despite the fact that hers was 
only really a five-year career, she 
is still remembered fondly by fans. 
She had had a ton of publicity in the 
various magazines and suddenly 
disappeared. Rudy Iseli’s Canadian 
Wrestling News #4 in April 1975 
wrote: “A surprising discovery this 
week was the disclosure that Rachel 
DuBois is and has been for several 
months, officially retired from the 
pro ranks. Although no reasons were 
given regarding her retirement, a ring 
on her hand suggests romance.” 

Indeed, Rachael did have a 
“short-lived marriage” after stopping 
wrestling, and briefly returned to 
Edmonton before realizing that she 
had become a Toronto girl through- 
and-through. She took an office job 
with Rothman’s as a secretary. “My 
first office job. They forgot to ask 
me if I could type!” she laughed. 
Occasionally, people would recognize 
her from her wrestling days. 
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In preparation for this interview, 
she was directed to check out a 
newsgroup in her honour on the 
Internet. “That blew me away,” she 
said. “I never would have dreamed. 
I called (her brother, Conrad). I was 
just dying.” 

Rachael’s second marriage 
lasted 15 years, and produced a 
son, Derek Rose, now 15, who is a 
competitive motorcross racer. The 
couple ran a commercial landscaping 
and construction business. It is from 
this marriage that she gets the name 
Rachael Rose. Today, she is married 
to Bill Diamond, and is an account 
manager for a communications 
company north of Toronto. 

Despite her short career in pro 
wrestling, she doesn’t have regrets. 
Her brother does, however, think she 
could have been a much bigger star. 
“She went on the wrong track. Dad 
always said, ‘I could have booked her 
in Japan and she could made herself 
$3,000 a week cash.’ And he actually 
did have [her] booked, maybe just for 
three weeks and not five. In Japan, 
she would have gotten more and 
more exposed. On top of that, he 
loved going to Japan too, because of 
the U.S. dollars.” 

Conrad Gargus was involved 
with pro wrestling longer than his 
sister. He traveled east each summer, 
and was involved with his father’s 
promotion. “While I was at school, 
I helped Dad promote the wrestling 
in the summer. That was since I was 
16 years old,” he said. “I did all the 


advertising for him. I was like a 
silent partner. I owned a piece of the 
business. I was a working partner. 
When I wasn’t involved in the 
promotions, I was a non-partner. So 
for anything I contributed to, I was 
paid for.” 

His pride and joy were the posters 
that became a mainstay of small 
Ontario towns. “I used to design all 
these posters. This is my layout and 
design. This traditional wrestling 
with this head, that’s my style,” he 
said, pointing out various posters he 
had brought along. 

It was a hard slog. “Dad did it the 
tough method, with the posters, and 
the newspapers, and the promotion 
that I did. That’s what I did for them. 


That’s why he always said, ‘If you’ve 
got a weekly TV tape, at least you 
could make stars. You were making 
stars on TV” The Bearman never 
had TV, so he would borrow the stars 
of the day. 

Besides the promotional end, 
Conrad would help set up the ring, 
referee or even wrestle the bear when 
needed. “I never wrestled because I 
was on the other part of the business. 
I was on the promotion end. I was in 
the advance gang. I was in there two 
weeks before, traveling around the 
country doing all of the advertising, 


rather than being with the matches. 

“Tf I was lucky, I would make it 
back to the matches, but it was not 
something that was expected of me. 
If I was back for the matches, it was 
just a bonus. ‘Oh good, another body 
to help out.’” 

He laughs at the memories. 
“At that time, I could make more 
money in promotion than wrestling. 
Meanwhile, Rachael made all the 
money wrestling.” 

Conrad estimates that he was 
able to save $8,000-$10,000 a summer 
in the early 1970s to pay for his 
university tuition in Edmonton, 
which at that time was about $350 
a year. He lived the good life while 
at school, able to ski on weekends 
and be financially independent. 
“Once I finished university, I met a 
girl. Wrestling started to fall off. The 
interest started to fall off in wrestling. 
I had a full-time job at a hotel. With 
this full-time job, I could see myself 
making more than I was making in 
wrestling, even though wrestling was 
very good to me.” 

He found himself involved in a 
variety of jobs over the years, trading 
on the advertising and promotional 
skills he learned on the wrestling 
circuit. Now living in Bradford, 
Ontario, Conrad has been married 
for 17 years to Cilla, and they have 
a 15-year-old son. He works in 
Toronto’s east end as a salesperson 
for a printing house. 
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A “BEARABLE” 


It is impossible to talk about Dave 
McKigney, or his children, without also 
talking about the bears. He had been just 
a journeyman wrestler out of Toronto 
until he bought a mangy bear named 
Terrible Ted from a run down touring 
show. McKigney went on the road with 
the bear, traveling across North America, 
often with the bear riding beside him in 
his car. Both of them were natural hams, 
and promotional stunts came easy to both 
man and bear. 

When McKigney settled north 
of Toronto, they both became local 
celebrities. “Everybody knew our dad, 
and they knew the bear so they knew who 
we were,” explained Rachael Rose, aka 
wrestler Rachel Dubois, step-daughter 
of McKigney. Local supermarkets and 
produce farmers would keep the thrown 
out veggies for the bear, and the house 
was open to fans, gawkers and just about 
any creature under the sun. 

“People in Newmarket and Aurora 
still talk about it,” said Conrad Gargus, 
Rachael’s brother. “It was like an event. 
‘Oh let’s go and see the bear.” The curious 
would able up to The Bearman’s remote 
house up on a hill, and McKigney would 
welcome them with open arms. “He was 
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always very good. People didn’t want to 
bug him. He was always, like, ‘Come on 
up! Do you want to see the bear?” said 
Conrad. 

The bear cage behind the house was 
the home of Terrible Ted. During the 
winter, when McKigney would be off 
wrestling in the U.S., Rachael’s job was to 
feed the bear. Her dad didn’t want Terrible 
Ted to hibernate. “The more you fed him, 
the better he looked, the bigger he looked, 
the nicer his coat looked,” she said. “All 
the eggs, his coat was just beautiful.” 

Terrible Ted’s favorite meal was raw 
eggs, water and brown sugar served in 
a silver bowl. Sometimes, rolled oats 
would be added, or honey substituted for 
the sugar. Corn syrup was always a big 
hit, and Terrible Ted liked to try to catch 
grapes that were thrown to him as well. 

With his big, booming voice and 
easy-going personality, | McKigney 
found great joy showing off his friend 
to strangers. Rachael laughs at the 
memories. “Dad would always set people 
up. At the bottom of the cage, there was 
an opening [for feeding the bear]. So he 
would encourage you — he did it to me 
many times — ‘come over here.’ He'd 
turn you, and the bear would be taking 
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swings underneath.” 

In the ring, Terrible Ted was a one- 
man bear. “He would wrestle Dad and no- 
one else. We never touched him. You could 
barely pet him,” said Conrad. “Everyone 
he saw was a potential opponent.” 

When Terrible Ted couldn’t go any 
longer, McKigney found a cub named 
Smokey. The new bear wasn’t expected to 
grow very big, and therefore, McKigney 
opted to leave all Smokey’s teeth and 
claws in. Both Rachael and Conrad 
remember how cute Smokey was as a cub, 
and that McKigney had a totally different 
relationship with this bear. 

For one, Smokey didn’t really like to 
wrestle McKigney. “That was his master. 
‘Ah, okay, you're just feeding me. I don’t 
want to play with you. You’ re my master,” 
explained Conrad, who ended up play 
fighting with Smokey in the backyard. 

“People ask what it was like to 
wrestle a bear. It was like a mean dog,” he 
said. “It’s got a master, and he knew me. 
When he saw me, his hair just sort of went 
up. ‘Alright, I’m going to fight!’ Wrestling 
to him was like play. It was ‘Okay, it’s 
playtime!’ I did moves with him.” As a 
result, Conrad would get to fight Smokey 
in the ring as well. “I ended up wrestling 
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the bear more than anything.” 

However, the pleasant memories of 
Smokey are colored by the events of July 
1978. McKigney and Lee Gargus, Conrad 
and Rachael’s mother, had called it quits 
on their relationship, and Lynn Orser, 
another beautiful blonde, had moved in 
with the Bearman. 

That fateful day, McKigney left the 
bear’s cage door open as he went to 
answer the phone. Smokey entered the 
house, went upstairs, and mauled Lynn 
to death. The incident made headlines, 
and the bears were taken away by the 
Ontario Humane Society. 

It was also the summer Conrad didn’t 
come east from Edmonton to help his dad 
with the promotion. “I always thought, 
there were reasons why she was killed. 
Was the bear rutting? All the articles and 
the reports, the studies. You could see 
all the reports, the investigations and all 
these experts ... one of the others was 
me. 

“T always felt some guilt because 
I wasn’t there that summer to work out 
with the bear. How could I put it? The 
bear, when he saw me, was always like, 
‘Let’s throw Conrad around.’ Someone 
to get rid of his aggressive tendencies. 
Someone that was not just the master, but 
someone else.” 

According to both Conrad and 
Rachael, Lynn always feared the bear. 
“There were times when Lynn first 
started coming around, when Dad first 
met her. We used to tease her, ‘Lynn, the 
bear’s coming!” he said. Lynn always 
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One of the collectible posters for a Bearman 
show in London, Ontario. 


wore high heels, which McKigney knew 
were impractical around a rural lot. “She 
wouldn’t even look. She’d make this 
terrified noise and try to run in her heels. 
And we would laugh, because she’d do 
that all the time.” 

Smokey the bear was taken away 
from McKigney and put onto a nearby 
game farm. “I still have my confidence 
with bears, but I’m not too interested in 
wrestling them any more,” McKigney told 
a Toronto newspaper in January 1979. In 
his new home, Smokey was out of place. 
He didn’t want to mate, and was far too 
comfortable with people, which led to 
him being put down. “Basically he was 
scaring people because he was friendly,” 
said Conrad. 

For years after the incident, 
McKigney battled Frank and Jack Tunney, 
the promoters out of Toronto’s Maple 
Leaf Gardens, who had a monopoly on 
the province’s big arenas and the boxing 
and wrestling commissioner as a friend. 
The Tunneys tried to force McKigney out 
of business, and drove him to seek out 
new locations for shows, and a return to 
an old gimmick. 

McKigney had found a new bear, 
named Gentle Ben, to tour with the show. 
Gentle Ben had no front teeth or claws, 
and wore a muzzle, yet in 1984, Gentle 
Ben chewed one finger off each of two 
spectators invited to wrestle him in Prince 
Edward Island. It meant yet another battle 
in the courtroom for McKigney, who by 
that point had gotten used fighting for the 
right to wrestle his bear. 

In July 1988, McKigney met his death 
in Newfoundland when the van he was 
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Conrad and Smokey play - “He was basically 
a friendly bear.” 


driving crashed on the Trans Canada 
Highway when he tried to avoid a moose. 
Killed were McKigney, Keith ‘Adorable 
Adrian Adonis’ Franke, and Victor Arko 
(Pat Kelly of the Kelly twins). Also in the 
car was William Arko (Mike Kelly), who 
suffered leg injuries. McKigney is buried 
in Queensville, Ontario, not far from his 
well-known home north of Aurora. 

Gentle Ben was along on that tour as 
well, and following his master’s death, 
he was sent to a nature sanctuary near 
Seaforth, Ontario where he resides to this 
day. 


Conrad Gargus and Rachel Dubois today - taken March, 2003 (photo by Ozzie Ciliberti.) 
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Wrestling Classics 

One of the more popular sites 
for “classic” wrestling fans on the 
web these days is Mark Nulty’s 
Wrestling Classics, found at www. 
wrestlingclassics.com. Started over 
three years ago by Nulty and former 
wrestling personality Frank Dusek 
(son of Wally {Charlie Santen} Dusek), 
it is on the surface a merchandise/ 
tape site. However, by digging a little 
below the surface, you'll find all sorts 
of things to satiate one’s interest in 
the bygone days of pro wrestling. 


(These days I’m not sure of Dusek’s 
involvement with the site, though 
there are many contributions by him 
to be found there.) 

On the index page they have 
these really nifty buttons made 
from the old style NWA belt. The 
links take you to their Video Store 
(natch!), Museum, Contests, Message 
Board(s), Features, Live Radio, and 
What's New pages. Now, a word of 
warning, when linking to any of these 
pages it is prudent to check each page 
thoroughly, as the navigation can be 
a bit cagey at times and 
you might miss one of 
their cool features. It’s 
a minor niggle as they 
pack a lot of info on the 
site. 


Wrestling Classics.com on DirectTV 
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Pay-Per-View NOW! 
Wahoo McDaniel 


The Video Store, 
Keaen unlike so many tape 
Aa sites out there these 
Ea days, features licensed 
videos from the PM 
Video archives, as well 
as other footage from 
other sources. They are 
the source of some rare 
footage that includes: 
Terry Funk’s win over 
Jack Brisco for the NWA 
title, Dory Funk Jr’s 
win over Gene Kiniski 
for the same belt, Jack 
Brisco in Japan, a Brisco 
“shoot” interview that 
talks about his career 
and much much more. 
They also sell wrestling 


Jack Brisco 
Collection 


Women's Tapes 
Click here for 
special price 


Gary Michael 
Cappetta’s 
controversial book 

Bodyslams! 


related merchandise such as the late 
Lou Thesz’s book Hooker, the Duncan 
and Wills Wrestling Title History book 
(which is a MUST HAVE for anyone 
who is serious about the grappling 
art) and Brian Blair’s “Say It Right,” 
which is a book about wrestling 
“insider” terms that every internet 
‘smark’ should obtain. I give this free 
plug as I’ve observed over time there 
are many people looking for items of 
this nature that don’t know where 
to look. From personal experience, I 
have found that this site does honest 
business, and gets stuff out to its 
customers in a timely manner. Mark 
Nulty has always been an honest 
businessman in my dealings with 
him. 

The Museum section is loaded 
from top to bottom with stories, 
interviews, and pictures, and you can 
spend a great deal of time checking 
out all of the stuff featured there. 
Don’t go to that area if you only 
have a few minutes to kill. Set aside 
a couple of hours or more, you'll 
need it. In the museum you will find 
a photo gallery, a clippings gallery, 
and a section called Museum Stories, 
which feature stories from pro 
wrestling’s fabled past. Some of the 
stories included, the rise and fall of 
Chicago promoter Fred Kohler, Lou 
Thesz heat with Buddy Rogers, and 
Stan Stasiak’s title reign as WWWF 
champ. The story of how Stasiak 
ascended to the WWWF throne has 
always fascinated me, and if one isn’t 
familiar with it, they definitely need 
to check this one out. Its not every 
day a wrestler was booked to carry 
one of the major heavyweight titles, 
if even for a few days. The way it was 
done will leave you scratching your 
head though. This is just a SMALL 
sample of the kinds of stories you 
will find there. The “This Week In 
Wrestling” section takes whatever the 
current date is and features cards and 
events that have happened in years 
past. There is an audio interviews 
section that features interviews with 
such stars as: Jose Lothario, Ricky 
Steamboat, the Bushwackers, Steve 
Kiern, Penny Banner, Paul Jones and 
others. These can be accessed with a 
Real Player. 
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The Features page has a 
hodgepodge of articles as well as 
multimedia tributes to such legends 
as Wahoo McDaniel and Johnny 
Valentine. 

Live Radio is much like the audio 
interviews section, and again they 
have an archive of several interviews 
with many legends of the wrestling 
game. You owe it to yourself to spend 
some time there listening to many 
of the stories these performers have, 
and again be prepared to spend a few 
hours. 

The Contests page is usually a 
Mystery Wrestler, and at last checking 
the prize was a video from the fine 
catalog of wrestling videos that 
Wrestling Classics carry. Sometimes 
the photos are pretty obvious, but 
other times they come up with 
some real stumpers. It costs nothing 
to play, so there’s no reason not to 
check it out. (People really do win on 
Wrestling Classics.) 

I feel though, that in spite of all of 
this wonderful stuff, the main focus 
of this site is the message boards. 
They have several to choose from, 
much like Kayfabe Memories, but the 
boards aren’t nearly as focused and 
are more free form. They have one 
for Professional Wrestling discussion, 
a Lou Thesz Forum, a Jack Brisco 
forum, a Virtual (fantasy) Wrestling 
board, and the Ak-Bar and Grill. The 
Professional Wrestling board is pretty 
open as far as topics are concerned, 
and in the last couple of years its 
become more of an off topic board. 
There are no restraints as to the eras 
of wrestling you can discuss, and 
there is always much off topic banter 
pertaining to just about anything 
you might care to discuss. It is well 
moderated to keep flaming down to 
a minimum, and to keep order. Some 
of the debates can get pretty heated, 
but then again that’s half the fun. 

There’s a diverse set of minds 
contributing to it, that much is 
for sure. I might add that it’s not 
unusual to have past and present 
wrestling stars post there. The Lou 
Thesz forum was moderated by Lou 
until his untimely passing on April 
28, 2002. Before his demise, posters 


were able to pose questions to Lou 
and have them answered as his time 
permitted. For many, it was like a 
baseball fan getting to ask Babe Ruth 
his impressions on his career and 
era. 

Since Lou’s passing, the board has 
been kept open in his honor and most 
of the serious old school discussion 
is posted here. WC is lucky to have 
several posters who are well versed in 
wrestling history and much obscure 
information can be gleaned from the 
board and the archives (remember, 
Mr. Searchy is your friend)). 

The Jack Brisco forum is 
moderated by Jack, who also answers 
questions as his schedule permits. 
The Virtual Wrestling site features 
wrestling stories from the WCFL, the 
Wrestling Classics Fantasy League. 

Although it’s clear that more 
obscure or less respected names are 
slighted, the writers certainly work 
hard to put together stories about 
theirimaginary territories using many 
of the major players of 20 years ago in 
unique and unusual settings. The Ak- 
Bar and Grill is a pretty off the wall 
concept, and TIl have to pass telling 
what its about until I figure it out 
myself! Actually, it’s a place to have 
some silly fun without constraints. 
Drop in for Happy Hour 
sometime. 

If the site has any 
real drawback, it does 
possess a southern slant, 
not surprising since the 
owners and moderators 
are from the south. Most 
of the wrestlers/ articles 
focus on the southern 
regions like Florida, 
Georgia, Texas and the 
like. 

Wrestling Classics is 
becoming an institution 
in its few short years of 
existence. Fans of old 
school wrestling will 
want to log on, set aside 
a few hours, and take 
a trip down memory 
arena. 

Illustrated History 
Of Pro Wrestling In 
Northern California 


If you're a fan of pro wrestling 
from the west coast, http://homepage. 
mac.com/viktor2/btw/index.html 
takes you to the Illustrated History 
of Pro Wrestling in Northern 
California. This site is the brainchild 
of Viktor Berry, who in 1969, started 
printing programs for Roy Shires’ 
San Francisco based promotion in 
Northern California. This site is a 
fairly new one, and I’m sure it will 
continue to grow and expand its 
depth as time goes on. It is definitely 
a site worth checking out. 

If you’re looking for a polished, 
professional looking site, you won't 
find it here. What you will find is a site 
packed with much information and 
memorabilia, including clippings, 
news-paper articles, photos and 
results. Viktor’s story about how 
he came to break into the wrestling 
business should be of great interest 
to anyone who wonders what the 
territorial “kayfabe” days of wrestling 
was like. 

He embellishes his insights with 
many pictures that took over the 
years, both to sell at the arenas and 
to put into his programs. There is a 
results section that covers wrestling in 
that region from 1973-1978. This isn’t 
comprehensive, and I’m sure Viktor 
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would be glad to get more if anyone 
would come forth with any. (You can 
reach him at: viktor@viktor.com.) 
He’s also looking for autographs of 
Bay area stars to add to his gallery 
(at press time), anyone having some 
scans they wish to contribute should 
contact him the aforementioned email 
address. 

This site is basically a tribute 
to the Roy Shire headed promotion 
from the ‘60s until the early ‘80s, 
(although it by no means limits itself 
to that time period as there are scans 
of programs from the eras proceeding 
Shire’s office). 

There’s a nice gallery of photos 
of Shire’s biggest stars of the era, 
including Ray Stevens, Pat Patterson, 
Superstar Billy Graham, The Great 
Mephisto and others. There are also 
pictures and impressions of the men 
Shire co-promoted with, including 
Louie Miller, John Swenski, and 
Johnny Miller. 

I think the parts I found most 
interesting (as well as amusing) are 
the newspaper clippings of the local 
sportswriters (orhacks) thatseemed to 
have a big vendetta against wrestling, 
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Hank Renner has the lucky job of talking to 
Miki Garcia, “Miss Wrestling,” who also 
appeared in the January ‘73 issue of Playboy. 
(Photo courtesy of Viktor Berry) 


Click my brain to go back 
home Humanoids! 


All about Bobby Heenan 


Bobby "The Brain" Heenan will eventually leave a legacy spanning five 


decades ----- well into the 21**t century... 


"The Brain,” as Bobby is affectionately known, has encompassed 


every phase of the wrestling business during his 38 year career and is 
still recognized as the only major player from the 60’s. His capabilities 
have yet to be surpassed as manager of some of the most influential 


and famous wrestlers of the century. 


Bobby’s four decades has earned him various awards signifying his 


greatness, such as : for 10 years the public voted Bobby as the " 


Greatest Manager of the Year"; European television presented him with 


the " Tommy Award” for entertainment. 


Bobby’s wit and sarcasm has made him the #1 Commentators in this 
fine sport of wrestling; three times during his association with WCW. 
In Indianapolis Mayor Steve Goldberg presented Bobby with a plaque 


proclaiming April 3, 1997 " Bobby Heenan Day.” 


The person known as "Pretty Boy,” "The Brain" and sometimes "The 
Weasel” has brought pride and prominence to those names making 


them household words. All through the greatest revenue years of 
wrestling, Heenan and his men along with Hogan, set all time 
attendance records through out the world 


One of his own records to date is the fact that Bobby managed and 


ala Phil Muschnik (today). Time and 
again they to rail on wrestling in the 
bay area, though it apparently was to 
no avail, as that area was one of the 
more healthy promotions in the U.S. 
for many years. 

Sadly, the final dig came from 
Roy Shire himself, when after being 
“cheated” in his own eyes by fellow 
promoters, went to the newspapers 
in 1984 and admitted the whole 
business was exactly what they had 
been leveling for years, a charade if 
you will. 

The other bit of interest is that 
one of Roy’s Miss Wrestling girls 
(featured on his tv shows), was none 
other than Miki Garcia. Miki, a former 
Miss Sacramento, went on to become 
not only a Playboy Playmate, but 
later became Playboy’s Vice President 
for 10 years. And there are those that 
think pro wrestling isn’t culturally 
enlightening or having no redeeming 
value! 

Not being a Bay area fan, I 
still found this site to be fun and 
interesting, and look forward to 
seeing how Viktor nurtures it down 
the road. I think any fan of “classic” 
wrestling would feel the same way, 
so check it out. 

Bobby the Brain 

You will never see me criticize 
an amateur web site for its layout or 
graphics (unless it is hard to navigate, 


Bobby was not just a manager per say. Many times he 
applied his expertise either in the ring or supporting his 
men. He has often been compared with the likes of 
“Gorgeous George” and Ray "The Crippler” Stevens, but 
no where has any one person been able to touch the 
talents of this man. 


"The Brains” affiliation with the wrestling profession 
started in his early years where he carried bags and 
jackets for the wrestlers sold cokes and programs in the 
buildings eventually realizing his dream. Since Bobby’s 
introduction into the ring, he has been to 14 countries; 


links don’t work, etc.) because most of 
these are done by non-professionals 
who just love their subject matter. 
“Official” sites are another matter 
altogether. 

One that sticks in my craw as 
possibly one of the worst I’ve ever 
seen is Bobby Heenan’s site at www. 
bobbythebrain.com. This site is 
poorly composed, has no gallery 
(unless you count the photos Bobby 
has for sale) and has one of the most 
badly constructed message boards 
I’ve ever seen. The multi colored 
graphics on the index page are a real 
eyesore, and the whole layout is just 
lame. 

Surely Bobby could spend $15 
and get a more proper website for 
himself that might include a photo 
gallery, some memorabilia, shots 
from his recent book signing tours, a 
proper message board, ANYTHING 
that would have a bit more style and 
depth. 

If you’re a fan of the Brain, 
there are T-Shirts and hats available, 
although the graphics on them are 
less than stellar (kinds goes with 
the page I suppose); there are also 
autographed photos available. 

Sad really, as Bobby is one of the 
more popular figures associated with 
wrestling today. It’s a shame he hasn't 
set a higher standard for his “official” 
site. 
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A lot of action has taken place 
recently with a number of rare wrestling 
items exchangining hands for a pretty 
penny. A first edition of WRESTLING 
REVUE recently was sold on Ebay for 
$59.00. The lucky winner of that auction 
got a relatively good deal as the issue 
with Dr. Jerry & Eddie Graham on the 
front cover from the Fall of 1959 often 
sells for double that amount. 
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A copy of the first edition of the 
W.W.E Magazine netted the seller 
$162.00. This magazine dates from 1983, 
but seems to be in very hot demand. 


Regional wrestling publications 
are also in great demand. A copy of the 
Mid Atlantic Magazine with Greg “The 
Hammer” Valentine sold for $81.00. By 
the way for collectors of that particular 
publication, I have some various issues in 
mint condition that I’d be willing to part 
with for the right price. 

In the early fifties Ring Magazine had 
out a pretty good book on the grappling 
sport authored by Sid Feder. A second 
printing with a different cover and a few 
page changes was also very popular. 
These show up on auctions on a regular 
basis as does “Wrestling Scene” by Guy 
LeBow. One lucky fan recently purchased 
the two books by Feder for only $30.00. 

I was able to add a couple of Boxing 


& Wrestling magazines to my collection 
for only $7.50 each. Thery dated from 
1949, 

I lost out on a 1933 Evansville, 
Indiana program that featured champion 
Jim Londos. At $16.59 a bidder gota pretty 
rare piece for a very reasonable price. 

Through a dealer who specializes 
in postcards, I was able to purchase a 
beautiful color card of the late great Don 
Eagle for only $8.55. The attractive photo 
card of the popular Eagle was produced 
in the fifties, when Don was one of the top 
box office attractions in the sport. 

Chicago programs from Fred Kohler’s 
promotion always draw top dollar. One 
Chicago collector recently netted eight of 
those gems for his collection, with $43.00 
be the asking price on a number of them. 
The programs that sold were June 11, 1954 
Verne Gagne vs. Hans Hermann, July 9, 
1954 Pat O’Connor vs. Hans Schmidt, 
August 6, 1954 Verne Gagne vs. Roy 
McClarty, October 22, 1954 Pat O’Connor 
& Antonio Rocca vs. Reggie Lisowski 
& Art Neilson, January 21, 1955 Verne 


Don Eagle 


Gagne vs. Yukon Eric, a March 4, 1955 
rematch between Gagne vs. Eric, June 
10, 1955 Verne Gagne & Antonio Rocca 
vs. Don Leo Jonathan & Hans Schnabel, 
and April 6, 1956 Verne Gagne & Wilbur 
Snyder vs. Reggie & Stan Lisowski. 

The Gagne vs. McClarty program 
sold for only $15.00 when it was offered a 
second time. And that copy also contained 
Jerry Woods’ autograph. 

The resrerve price was not met on a 
program that contained the autographs 
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of main event participants Don Eagle and 
Lord James Blears. 

Photo albums published by the 
Charlotte and Kansas City promotions 
are frequently put up for grabs. One from 
the K.C. territory with Rufus R. Jones, 
Danny Little Bear, and The Stomper on 
the front cover went for $13.50. 

Two Calgary area programs from 
the Stu Hart promotion earned the 
seller $5.00 for his sale. Notable was that 
one featured A.W.A. Champion Nick 
Bockwinkel making an appearance in a 
N.W.A. ring. 

Each issue we will try to spotlight 
some dealers who sell wrestling items at 
good prices. For those of you who collect 
autographed 8x10 publicity pictures the 
place to visit is evergreen @planetkc. 
com. Authentic signed photos by top 
notch stars such as Harley Race, Gene 
Kiniski, and Ivan Koloff are always being 
sold here. Tell Chris that I sent you. 

Another one of the best dealers 
is former wrestler Vic Orlandino. 
Vic currently has some nice copies of 
Wrestling As You Like It and Referee 
Magazines for sale. My buddy Vic can 
be reached by writing to flyingvic@msn. 
com. 
Td like to hear from all of you 
collectors out there. We are real interested 
in learning the details of what wrestling 
items you have been buying and selling. 
Next column we will report on the big 
nostalgia sale that took place at this year’s 
Cauliflower Alley Club in Las Vegas. 


You can get in touch with this writer 
at either jamescmelby@aol.com or by 
snail mail at: 1409 Ryan Avenue West, 
Roseville, MN 55113. 
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They 


Now? 


by Dr. Mike Lano 


Former WWA, Australia and Boston- 
based promotion World champ, WWA tag, 
Shire US singles and world tag champion 
to name a few, Pepper Gomez just got back 
home from another hospital scare. He went 
into the hospital February 18 with a serious 
blood infection that threatened to weaken his 
kidneys, and survived the typical negligence 
we hear about so often in wrestling. Doctors 
prescribed the wrong antibiotics. (This was 
allegedly what turned a simple slip and fall 
accident for Buddy Rogers into the sad loss 
of one of our greatest legends. Buddy was 
appareantly given an antibiotic he had a known 
allergy too.) At least Pepper(who lives a few 
blocks from me) overcame his maltreatment. I 
visited him Sunday, February 23 when his wife 
Bonnie and sister (his twin sis passed away a 
number of years ago) brought him home, but 
he’s still full of tubes. Thankfully he’s doing 
fine. “My appetite is coming back and thank 
God I’m just out of that hospital. Don’t ever go 
to one, they’re horrible.” 

Pepper’s called ocean-based Alameda his 
home for over 30 years. He was originally born 


and raised in Los Angeles, went to Cal-Poly and 
L.A.C.C. colleges as a physical ed major and 
began winning body building competitions 
right and left. He won Best Arms in some 
Mr America competitions and won many 
other top meets before getting plunked into 
wrestling. Rather than regurging his history 
that most of you know, he said “my alltime 
favorite promoter to work for was Mr. Morris 
Siegel in Houston. He placed and put up the 
money for the NWA bond and kept pushing 
Muchnick and some of the others to give me 
the world title. A lot of politics ensued, but I 
never had a problem with anybody. Roy Shire 
and The Bruiser and Wilbur Snyder were pretty 
brutal on paydays, and it got worse the older 
they got. I liked Cal Eaton in Los Angeles-he 
did me right and it was a shame when he died. 
But Jules Strongbow and Charlie Moto were 
also great, great friends there. Verne was a 
screamer, but he paid good. It was one of the 
better territories to make money but the travel 
was brutal. Just like working for Stu Hart but 
the pay wasn’t as good and you could never 
see where you were going. 


Ray Stevens died a month after this photo was taken...his wife and former lady wrestling 
great Teresa Thies, who'd broken Ray and Roy Shires into the biz, died the following year 
Shown here with Pepper Gomez and Kenji Shibuya. (Photo by Dr. Mike Lano) 


Ray Stevens was my alltime favorite 
friend and person to work with. He didn’t 
always get all the credit he deserved. We were 
all set to sell out Candlestick Park for a big 
outdoor match in 1963, when he had one of 
his famous motorcycle accidents and screwed 
up everything. Ray was a real outdoorsy 
guy, he did everything... rode bikes, hunted, 
flew airplanes. The greatest wrestler, next to 
Lou Thesz who was a different type, the real 
deal. Buddy Rogers I never approved of. He 
and Valentine pulled a lot of s--- on the boys 
and fans. I didn’t go for that. You can be a 
decent human being to others. Killer Walter 
Kowalski was another I have and always had 
great respect for. A great human being, a great 
wrestler. Gene Kiniski and Don Leo Jonathon 
too. I hope I’m well enough to see these guys 
at Cauliflower Alley this April.” 

Pepper was almost in as bad shape as 
The Sheik just a few years back. He appeared 
regularly on my tv show, giving out his blood 
type and asking for a blood match, since he 
desperately needed a kidney. We finally found 
him a match and over the past nearly three 
years, he got stronger and stronger. His wife 
Bonnie said “a lot of his energy and body 
weight came back once he got that kidney. 
Unlike what I heard happen with the Sheik, 
I insisted the doctors put him right away on 
an emergency donor request list. Many times 
these doctors try to discourage you from doing 
that, but you have to do anything you can to 
get a kidney. And I’ve learned at this point in 
my life and Pepper’s too, not to trust doctors. 
That’s why they call it “practicing medicine” 
anyway. By the grace of God, Pepper will beat 
this like he always does. And when he does, I 
want you to get him back training kids at the 
IRON (Mike Modest and Donovan Morgan) 
gym. It’s good for him since I can’t get him 
to go work out at the club we belong to. But 
if he knows the kids are watching him, he’ll 
be more motivated to lift the weights and do a 
good daily work out.” 

Paul DeMarco, once the pride of the NWA 
Atlanta promotion, Eddie Graham’s Florida 
and also a former Roy Shire SF-area champion 
is now Rev. DeMarco, preaching in the Fairfield 
area near Sacramento. He’s also trained a few 
MMA guys like Ollie Jones and several of the 
top Sacramento-indie promotion PCW guys 
like “Schizo.” “A few years back, I noticed my 
hair was thinning out and getting gray, so I just 
decided to shave it off.” 

Kenji Shibuya lives a few miles from me 
in Northern California and still raises Koi fish 
with his wife. They do quite a bit of traveling, 
and he and Pepper used to never miss the great 
reunions Cauliflower Alley Club and Dean 
Silverstone thru. 

Roy Shire’s Cow Palace and other venue 
ring announcer since 1973, Allan Bolte, has 
never stopped. He’s still ring announcing for 
most all the indies here-from APW to BTW, 
body building competitions and finally just 
did his first boxing ring announcing job. 
Pretty incredible and certainly he should be in 
the Guinness book of world records. 


